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The following Tragedy is founded on the history of Piso's 
Conspiracy, as related in the fifteenth Book of the Annals 
of Tacitus. The deviations from the historical narrative 
are principally these: — a change of the scene of interview 
between Epicharis and Proculus from the neighbourhood 
of Misenum to Rome — the contraction of the time occupied 
by the events — and the manner of the deaths of some of the 
personages introduced, which were such as could not have 
been exhibited on the stage, and are therefore represented 
in a manner more suitable to dramatic usage. The part 
which Rufus is made to bear, though not historically true, 
is nevertheless countenanced by its resemblance to the fact 
related by Tacitus, that " it was he that frustrated the 
bold purpose of Subrius Flavius, who while he attended, 
and demanded by signs whether he should draw his sabre, 
and in the heat of the inquest perpetrate the assassination, 
was by contrary signs from Rufus forbid, and his ardour 
checked, when already his hand grasped the hilt.*" 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



Nero, Emperor of Rome Mr. Cooper. 

Conspirators. 
Caius Piso, a Patrician, Mr. Wallack. 

Fenius Rufus, Prcefectofthe Prceto- 1 ,, 

J- Mr. Aitken. 
rian, Guard J 

SuBRius Flavius, Military 7Vi6wr^e....MR. Young. 

SuLPicius AsPER, Centurion Mr. Younge. 

Flavius Scevinus, ) f Mr. Lee. 

J- Senators* < 
Afranius Quinctianus, J I Mr. Cathie. 



Antonius Natalis, 1 ,^ . , f Mr. Thompson. 

\ Knwhts -J 

TuLLius Senecio, J I Mr. Yarnold. 



VoLUSius Proculus, Chiliarch of the} ^^ ^ ,^ 
„, > Mr. J. ViNiNG. 

Fleet J 

A Centurion Mr. Howell. 

VuAo^^ Freedman and favourite of Nei*o.^B., C. Jones. 
Demetrius, Servant of Piso Mr. Honner. 

Guardsy Lictors, Attendants^ 6fc\ 

Epicharis, a Grecian Freedwoman, \ ^^ 

> Miss Phillips. 



betrothed to Flavius. 
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EPICHARIS. 



ACT I. 



SCENE I. 

An Apartment in the Htyuse of Epicharis. Epicharis is 
discovered. Near her is a Clepsydra or Waterclock^ 
which she is watching attentively. 

Epi. How slow these dropping waters mark Timers flight 
To my impatient sense ! Still Flavius comes not — 
He was not wont to linger. Yet I wrong him 
To think him changed in heart. Some secret care 
Absorbs him — ^would I shared it ! Flavius i 
I am not yet thy bride; I dare not ask 
Thy confidence ; but when thou givest it 
I will not prove unworthy of the trust. 
Would he were come ! Methinks I hear his step — 

B 



2 EPICHARIS. [act i. 

Or am I still deceived ? My wayward fancy 
Can liken every murmur to his footfall. 
Again ! 'tis he ! 'tis Flavins. 

Enter Flavitis, 

Fla. Aye — ^'tis Flavins, 

Who seeks his only sunshine — ^this glad presence. 

Epi. And does he seek it gladly ? 

Fla, Do not mock me : 

Perchance there is more gladness in my heart 
Than mv ^^de features have the skill to show. 
You shall not think me sad. 

Epi. I will not say it 

If it displease. But there has been the time 
When Flavins wore a &equent face of joy. 
Or if his brow was sad, he shrunk not thus 
From my fond questioning. 

Fla. Nor will he now. 

Nay, think not I have sorrows. Look not aa me 
With that enquiring gaze of melancholy. 
Well dwell on better themes. Come, let us count 
The hours, the minutes of our brief probation. 
Ill omened May will soon be past ; and thou 
Shalt don the rosy veil, and I will lead thee 
With nuptial torches to a happy home. • - 
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SCENE I.] EPICHARIS. 8 

A happy home — I will repeat the words, 
Although Epicharis scarcely deems them true. 

EpL They shall be true whenever you deem them so. 
Said I aught else you might have cause to chide me. 
For I should seem unthankful ; but I am not — 
No : I am proud to be your chosen bride. 
You have not scorned to mate with one who adds 
No lustre to your state. I have a heart 
Which while it tells me it will beat as true 
As the trim blood of Rome, yet sadly owns 
That many will upbraid your humble choice. 
And hold me little worthy of your love : 
For I was bom in slavery, and a Greek. 

Fla. And how unlike thy race I 

Epi, Nay, say not so, 

If thou wouldst praise me. Think not Greeks were such 
As the trim shameless parasites that throng 
The scented chambers of the Palatine. 
Be just — ^be just — ye call them crouching slaves. 
True, they are slaves — the slaves that Rome has made them. 
Their shame is Rome's. What ! shall the master frown 
Because his prostrate menial deigns to use 
The ignoble arts to which he owes his safety ? 
What ! shall he taunt him with the want of virtues 
Which, if asserted, are repaid with death ? 

B 2 
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4 EPICHARIS. [act i. 

No ! Greece enslaved is not the Greece we honour* 
It is not Greece— 'tis but a clouded mirror, 
Refleicting from its tarnished face the vices 
Of this proud city. Nay, reproach me not : 
I do not love thee less, my Roman Flavius, 
Because I love my country. 

Fla, I reproach thee ! 

When I could linger countless hours away 
To listen to such music. . When I hear 
Thy eulogies of Greece I long to share them : 
Nay, Roman as I am, I almost wish 
I were thy countryman. 

Epi. I would thou wert ! 
For thou hast such a spirit as filled the breasts 
Of our heroic dead. Were they alive. 
Thou wouldst revere them as a son ; and they 
Feel pride in thee. *Oh, my fair fatherland. 
What a bright galaxy of names is thine ! 
It is the best inheritance thou leav'^st us : 
'Tis almost all of thee that rests entire 
In my remembrance. I was yet a child 
When I was severed from my country, Flavius, 

This mark * designates the commencement, and this f the termina- 
tion of such passages as are omitted in the representation. 
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And the faint images of its azure sky 
And marble cities gleam across my memory, 

> Like the dim shadowings of a half-seen vision — 

I can scarce call them real : but, oh ! the tales 
Of ancient days ! how freshly they survive ! "f- 
Here in my banished state I have no kindred, 
Save our lost heroes : they are all my own. 
And with a daughter's reverence I repeat 
Their hallowed names. Epaminondas, Codrus, 
The self-devoted patriot king — Leonidas, 
Who fell for Greece — the great Themistocles, 
Aristogiton, and Harmodius. 

Fla. Harmodius, sayst thou ? I am scantly versed 
,In Grecian annals, my Epicharis, 
But I have heard that name. 

Epi. Who has not heard it ? 

It is the very watchword of the brave 
Who scorn oppression. Centuries have waned — 

h Cities have risen and fallen — ^men whose virtues 

Deserved a crown have died and are forgotten, 
As though they ne'^er had been ; yet still that name 
Lives in the memories of his countrymen, 
As greenly as once bloomM the laurel wreath 
That bound his sword. And wherefore ? — ^'Twas for thi 

f He slew a tyrant. 
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Fla, Ha ! a tyrant ! 

Epi. Aye ! 

In that he still maintained the unjust sway i 

His sire had gained ; but one who used his power | 

As sages would direct. He never sullied 

His mighty station with the low excesses ! 

Of emulated baseness— he ne^er fired I 

A city for his pastime— ne'er defiled 
His banquet-table with a kinsman's murder. 
He wa^ no parricide. 

Fla, I know thy meaning — 

I know what thou wouldst say. He was not such 
As Nero is. 

Epi 'Tis true — ^yet he was slain, 

And after-ages elevate to fame 
The humble man that rose against his might. 

Fla. And ever honoured be his memory 
By ages yet to come. 

Epi. Aye ! thou sayst well : 

And yet he was a Greek* One of a race 
Whom ye pronounce effeminate and vile. 
And who are now their masters ? Are they men 
Free, bold, and resolute, or are they slaves ? 
Yes ! they are slaves — ^poor, patient, abject tools 
Of a mean, frivolous, sensual, timid tyrant.- 



SCENE I.] EPICHARIS. 

Submisdve menials, things that scarcely \nove 
But by his will. 
p Fla, Not so, by Hercules ! 

Epicharis, you wraag us. 

Epi. Search the world 

For base examples, and then say what being 
Can crouch more meekly than the lordly Roman. 

Fla. Not so, not so, you wrong us. Oh ! believe it, 
There are some hearts that- I will tell thee all, 
For there's a glorious spirit in thy breast 
Which shames our manhood. Hear me, my betrothed. 
And blush no more for Rome : we are not all 
The slaves, the patient, abject tools, thou deemst us. 
No ; there are men who feel their country's wrongs. 
And I am one— ^m one among a band 
Who meditate a blow at Nero's sway, 
And have the will to strike* 

Epi, And the power, Flavius 'f 

Have ye that power ? 

Fla, Our cause will give us power. 

The widows and the orphans' wail,* the cry 
Of decimated Rome, the miseries 
Of houseless wretches who beheld their dwellings 
Burnt for a tyrant's sport — these, these support it. 
These are its strength. Oh ! shame upon the man 
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Who dreads the failure of a cause like this. 
But you are pale. 

Epi. Forgive me. 

Fla. 'Tis not fear? 

Epi, No, no ; not fear, or dse I were unfit 
To be a soldier^s bride. Oh, (his weak heart ! 
It beats, but not for joy : yet I am proud 
To hear your noble daring ; only tell me 
You are not plunging rashly into dangers. 
And I will smile and triumph. Say but this.—* 
You hesitate. 

Fla, There are no greater dangers 
Than it befits a soldier to encounter. 
Epi. And your associates— -are they many ? 
Fla. Yes, 

Enough — and more. 

Epi. And trusty ? 

Fid. Aye— I hope so. 

Epi. Nay, turn not from me — tell me, if you may. 
Where rests your strength. Who are your brave allies ? 
Oh, name your band of heroes. 

Fla. Heroes! fairest- 

Heroes ! that word was Roman once — ^perhaps 
Men use it still, but 'tis in mockery— 
We have few heroes : it were well if all 
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Who join our ranks deserved the name of men.— 
Think^st thou the feeble sensualist, Scevinus, 
Is a fit guide to honourable freedom ? 

Epi. Scevinus I he thy colleague ! 

Fla, Aye, and worse. 

Base Quinctianus — ^false Senecio, 
Once Nero^s boon companion, now, his foe 
Through peevish spite — the parasite Natalis — 
These, these, and others whom I loathe to mention 
Are my confederates. Do you marvel now 
That I am sometimes sad ? 

Epi. No, but I marvel 

And grieve that you should mate with men like these. 

Fla. They're not my choice — they are the choice of 
those 
Who should have scomM such aid : but there are others 
Of better promise. 

Epi. Jove be praised ! 

Fla. Yet these 

Are richer far in craft than honesty — 
They have heads and tongues — smooth, specious, subtle 

tongues. 
Would they had hearts ! Thou knowest Caius Piso : 
\ He is the leader of our enterprize. 

r Epi. A noble Roman ! 
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Fla. Yes, by birth he^s noble ; 

By nature eloquent ; is generous, splendid, 
Of courteous mien, knowB well the surest road 
To popularity— <;an condescend 
To humble flatterers, till they think him lowly. 
And praise his wond'^rous zeal for liberty. 
Yet be at heart as proud a very despot 
As ever wore a crown. His zeal for liberty! 
He heeds it not but as an useful lever . 
To raise himself to empire : if he plots 
The fall of Nero, His but to succeed him. 
Oh ! I am sick at heart, Epicharis, 
When I review the mean and selfish motives 
Which actuate our band, and dim the lustre 
Of the bright cause that we have sworn to further. 
They talk of rising for the public good. 
And there^s not one would lose a finger for it. 
Save my rough comrade, Asper. Aye, he^s honest, 
But guileless as ne child ; and oft a tool 
For subtle knaves to wield. 

Epi* Is this your strength P 

Fla. Our strength is in the wrongs that Rome hath suf- 
fered. 
Think not I would have joined with men like some 
Whom I have named, were not our cause so bright 
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That it must lend a lustre e'*en to baseness. 
Such is the urgent outcry for redress, 
That even abject natures, mea scarce men, 
Are roused to seek it. If it be disgrace 
To hold with such, it were a fouler still 
To linger in the rear while they press onward. 
Oh, Rome, my country ! shall I see thee free ? 
Witness, bear witness, my Epicharis, 
'Tis for the general cause I draw my sword. 
I seek no tortuous bye-road to advancement : 
Mine is no private quarrel, no mean pique 
For petty injuries. I conspire for Rome. 

JSp^ Oh! thou art all I thought thee ; but, my Flavins, 
Methinks I must reproach thy secrecy. 
What ! bear this spirit-stirring tale so long. 
Pent in thy bosom I 

Fkt. Nay, forgive me, dearest; 

I would not cast one cloud on that fair brow 
That I could not remove. I would not wound 
Thy soft and tender nature. 

Epi. Aye, 'tis soft, 

A very woman's — yet, believe not, Flavius 
That I would shrink to hear of noble perils, 
* Or dim the glory of the man I honoured 
With ill-timed tremblings for his safety. Danger 
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Is a dread precipice, on the brink of which 
Man earns the love of woman. I have not 
Perchance that rigid stubbornness of nerve 
That Roman matrons boast. I cannot view 
With stem delight the dreadful game of death 
In the blood-stained arena. I have shuddered 
At the bare mention of its festivals, 
Where one slight motion of a careless hand 
Is made the signal for deliberate slaughter, 
And wanton idlers bid defenceless men 
Be butchered for their sport. Yes, if to shudder 
At deeds like these be weak, then such am I. 
But yet, repent not to have told me all."f* 
I can applaud your dangers, and can share them. 
I may have yet to prove what fortitude 
Lurks in the silken folds of female weakness. 

Fla. Do not unman me, fairest, with the prospect 
Of harm to thee. Dismiss these thoughts of trouble. 
*Think on the promised happiness before us. 
Thou undisturbed may^st think on that alone, 
Though I have other food for meditation.-}- 
Farewell ! the sun is low. I must begone, 
My partisans await me. Smile upon me 
One parting smile, and I will treasure it 
In my mind^s vision, till I see thee next. [^EaAt. 
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,\ 

Epi. (afterapatMe.) And when thou see me next I will 
have done 
That, which shall merit thy approving smile. [Eadt. 



SCENE II. 

Apartment in the House of Piso. 
Enter Piso and Demetrius, 

Piso, The time is almost come. Demetrius ! 

Dem, Thy servant hears. 

Piso, Admit no guests to-night, 

Ere they pronounce these watch-words, " Caesar^s friend V" 
Bid the dumb slave, the Carthaginian Hanno, 
Hold watch alone within the anti-chamber, 
And let none else approach. Remove the Dacian, 
Chairfd at our gate, lest he observe who enters; 
And stand thou at the portal. Leave me now. 

[Demetriusj eadt. 
I have embarked : — perchance to wreck my fortunes 
In this wild sea of plots ; perchance to reach 
The port of empire. Why should I despair ? 
What ! Nero, Claudius, and Caligula] 
The sensualist, the driveller, and the madman ? 
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Were they deemed fit to sway the state of Rome, 

And shall not I be meet ? *Men call me wise. 

Just, generous, eloquent^— 4he noble Piso : ^ 4 

What name falls sweeter on the public ear ? 

Who, if we thrust the tyrant forth shall wear 

The vacant purple with a better grace ? 

Then why should I despair ?"}- Has Fortune led me 

With her warm hand thus far, to spurn me back 

E*en at the goal ? I am not so poor in hope, 

But I will view past favours as an earnest 

Of greater still to follow. Who approaches ? 

Enter Demetrius^ 

Dem, Antonius Natalis. 

Piso. Bid him enter. 

[^Emt Demetrius^ 
*A supple, smooth-tongued follower. It grieves me 
That sterner spirits should mingle in our plot.-f- 
Natalis! welcome! 

Enter Natalis. 

Na. I most humbly greet 

The illustrious Piso. Let your grateful client 
Tender his service. 

Piso. For that proffer thanks : 
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I know your friendship ; and the time is come 
When I must tax it deeply. Our allies 
Will meet us here to-night. 

Na, The gods inspire them ! 

And may their bosoms bum with all the fervor 
That warms this breast, to aid our glorious cause. 
The cause of Rome and Piso. Those bright names 
Shall be for ever link'd. 

Piso. Peace— peace — ^you flatter. 

Na, Not I, by heavens ! If my honest warmth 
Offends you, check me : but believe me, Piso, 
There are more tongues than mine would gladly couple 
Those honoured names. 

Piso. And there are more> perchance, 

Would shout for Seneca ; would raise Silanus, 
Vestinus, Galba, to the vacant purple. 
Should Nero fall. 

Na. Nay, this is modesty ; 

And I must blame it with a friendly license. 
Each has his few poor followers — who has not ? 
The very beggar has the friend who loves him. 
And fain would see him great: but have you yet 
To learn that Piiso's fame as far outshines 
Their feeble glimmerings, as the silver moon 
With her full orb outshines the goodliest star ! 
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For whom do breathless crowds surround the rostrum 

To catch his accents ? Whose munificence 

Is praised most loudly ? whose exalted mien 

Is most extolled ? whose winning courtesy ?— 

Ill tell thee, Piso^s: aye, and were the throne 

Of Nero vacant, and the world were asked 

Who should possess his empire — thousands, myriads, 

With one glad shout of joy would answer— Pisb, 

Piso, Enough ; thy words disturb me : I am not 
Ambitious — ^no, in sooth : I am loath to scale 
The dizzy summit of imperial sway. 
But, if the times forbid us to recur 
To ancient forms, and solitary rule 
Must still be vested in some single chief 
When Nero is removed, then, then, Natalis, 
Here me in singleness of soul declare, 
I will not prove a recreant, will not cheat 
The hopes of kind supporters, will not shun 
Toil, danger, nor that strength-subduing burden 
The charge of empire. Though I do respect 
The men I named, I will not yield to them 
In zeal to serve my country. 

Na. Thou shalt serve 

Thy country as its head. 

Piso, All wish not that. 
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Nay, there is one will seek these halls to-night, 
Who, though he greet me with the voice of friendship^ 
Would rather see me die than wear the purple. 
Thou know''st him, 

Na. . Subrius Flavius ? 

Piso. Aye, the same ; 

An useful comrade in the hour of peril, 
But, blunt and stubborn ; *one who idly harps 
On the dry tales of old simplicity ; 
Talks loud of ancient virtue, dreams of Gracchus, 
Of Curtius, Regulus, and the rustic chief 
Who left his plough to rule. These silken days 
111 brook such pristine rudeness.-}- No : this Flavius, 
Brave though he be, is dangerous to our hopes. 

Na. And must be thwarted. 

Piso. AyCk 

Na. Or undermined. 

Which is the easier course ? 

Piso. To beard such valour 

As his, methinks^ were somewhat perilous. 
Wilt thou confront him ? 

Na. He has bitterer foes 

Than I. Have you ne^ef mark'^d the jealous spirit 
Of Fenius Rufus — ^how his cheek grows pale 
At praise of Flavius ? 

c 
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18 EPICHARIS. Lact I. 

Pi80> I have noted him. 

He hates the stem unbending Flavius, 
Because the Tribune views him as a comrade. 
And pays no more than courtesy demands 
To the proud chief of the Pratorian guard. 
Ha ! have our praises svimmoned him ? He comes. 
To Fenius Rufus, welcome. 

Enter Rufus, 

Na. Noble Rufus, 

Your name was on our lips. 

Rufus. I greet you— Piso, 

How speeds our plot? 

Piso. Fain would I answer, well. 

It lacks not keen supporters. If the heads 
Of all its leaguesmen were as cool as ours, 
Their hands were welcome ; but our band is joined. 
And would be led, if I resisted not. 
By more than are the friends of thee or me. — 

Rufu^s. I imderstand thee. Hear me, Caius Piso— 
Save Nero and his crew there does not live 
The man whom my soul loathes like one of these 
Rude partners of our plot Yet for thee, Piso, 
And for our cause, do I consent to smother 
My enmity. Yes, if the occasion needs. 
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I will dissemble, and will hail niy foe 
As friend and brother — ^yes, will ehsp his hand, 
Though I had rather plunge my own in flames, 
Like Scsevola. 

Piso. Thanks, Rufus. Outwardly 

All must be friends. 

Rufus, . Our trial id at hand. 

See, Flavins comes, and his grim shadow Asper. 

Enter Flavius and Asper, 

Piso. Welcome, brave Flavins — ^Welcome, thou too, As- 
per ! 
Now are we strong indeed. My valiant chiefs, 
Your presence fires my courage. 

Fla. Caius Piso 

Is ever courteous. 

Piso. Our confederate friends 

Are thronging hitSier. Quinctiarius comes, 
Scevinus, and Senecio-^welcome, Welcome 
To Piso^s home and heart ! 

Enter QuinetiantiSy Scevinus^ and Senecio. 

Flavius. (aside.) Aye, n^elcbme them, 

And gild' their dross with praises. 

c2 



^0 EPICHARIS. [act I. 

[Pwo, after appearing to confer sh&rtly with the 
other conspirators^ comes forward. 

Brave allies, 
I crave your hearing. 

Rufus, Hear the noble Piso. 

Na. Speak, Caius, for thy words are eloquence. 

Piso. Confederates ! citizens of injured Rome ! . 
I should not need the gift of eloquence 
If it were mine, as ye too fondly deem it. 
To animate your zeal : the simple tale 
Of our deep wrongs will all suffice to move you. 
Ye know, that Nero, not assigned to rule 
By right of lineage like our kings of old, 
But, by the soldiers^ choice, preferred to empire. 
Has blasted all our hopes. That fatal choice. 
Obtained by fraud, and heralded by murder, 
Was by another kinsman'^s death confirmed. 
What sought we from a lowering mom like this? 
A day of light ? Vain hope — Though specious gleams 
From the mock sun of cold hypocrisy 
Shone forth awhile, yet even these remained not, 
And, unabashed, beneath the imperial purple. 
The murderer stood displayed. The guilty mother 
Who led his youthful steps through blood to empire. 
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Has died his victim ; and a parricide 

Is now Rome^s Emperor ! Do his crimes end here P 

No — the black record is not yet unrolled, 

Nor shall it be. I will not wound your ears 

With the full catalogue of wondrous baseness. 

What, though the rack, the faggot, and the bowl, ' 

Are but his daily toys — though nightly clad 

In the mean habit of a slave he roams 

In brutal license — though his best ambition 

Is but to court dishonour, and display 

To the rude mob his feeble minstrelsy. 

And sue for vile applause — though countless treasures, 

The ransom of a province, are engulfed 

In coarse debauchery ; and that gorgeous pile 

Which glares in hateful splendour o^er the ground 

Where stood the low-built hut of Romulus 

Proclaims at once his pride and our disgrace : 

Yet what are these ? I pass them scarce reproved. 

Though they might almost raise the angry spirits 

Of our great fathers. To the dark remainder 

This murky cloud of fell iniquity 

Will show like wholesome day. Oh ! ye remember 

That night when this huge city rose aghast 

At the wild cry of fire — ^when eddying flames 

Roar'd o'er our roofs — when houseless misery 
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Screamed in our streets, and loudly sought the aid 

Which none might render. Oh ! forget not Romans—- 

Nay, tell your children, that through this dread scene. 

Where demons might have wept, walk'^d human fiends, 

The tools of Nero, and enjoyed the havock. 

Forbad all succour, drove with horrid threats 

Those who would stay the flames — threw lighted brands 

On dwellings yet unscathed, and boldly vaunted 

That what they did was sanctioned, and by Nero. 

What can I add ? can hello's Worst catalogue 

Furnish still deeper sins ? I tread the bounds 

Of unimaginable wickedness, 

And know not where to fix a darker stain. 

Ye know his crimes — ^now speak his punishment. 

All. Death! 

Piso. Be it so. Now, valiant countrymen. 

What rests but to assign the hour, the place. 
The manner of the deed, and him who first 
Shall strike for freedom ? Say, what think ye, friends ? 
The festival of Ceres is approaching. 
The Circus will receive its crowds, and Nero 
Will view the games. Is'^t not a fitting time ? 

Fla, All times are fitting when the will is firm. 
'Tis but the half-warmed votary that awaits 
The tardy round of opportunity. 
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Piso, True, Flavius : but the minds of reasoning men 
Scorn the cheap fame of courting needless peril. 
The lion is not less certain of his prey 
Because he waits to spring. We must be prudent 
If we would be successful. 

Fla. Good-^be prudent 

Or patient if you will. To my dull sense 
It is the truest prudence to be daring 
When danger is abroad, and fearful plans 
Are ripe for action— -then, the earliest time 
Is the most fitting, and the nearest place. 
Piso, your words have raised our ardour high, 
See that it droop not. 'Tis a dangerous virtue, 
A most unseemly virtue, that same prudence 
That advocates delay. The air we breathe 
Is daily breathed by spies. The closest whisper 
In a friend''s ear will darkly circulate 
Through Rome's foul atmosphere, until it burst 
On the devoted utterer, fraught with death. 
Let none whose purposed darings have been told. 
Defer their consunmiation. Why await 
The feast of Ceres ? Let to-morrow'^s dawn 
Witness our triumph. You shall find me ready. 

Asper. And me. 

Piso. Grood friends, I deem myself the organ 
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To indicate your wills, and not to sway them. 
I judge not here— our conclave shall decide. 
If they approve your promptitude, this arm 
Shall not be slothful. Say, confederates, 
Shall Flavius lead our enterprise to-morrow, 
Or shall our triumph crown the feast of Ceres ? 
Let those who choose the latter raise their hands. 

[All raise their hands except Flavius and Asper. 

Piso. Flavius, thou seest the issue of our vote. 

Fla. I see, and wonder not, nor fear the omen 
Which marks the might of numbers. We are few. 
And Nero^s guards are many. Let it pass. 
Ye do reject my counsel — ^Well — I care not 
For my own sake — I cleanse my heart from pride. 
The little service that ye deign to use 
Is yours, stiU yours,' and Rome^s, for we conspire 
For Rome. 

Na. For Rome and Piso ! 

Fla. Is the good 

Of each distinct, that Rome^s immortal name 
Will not alone su£Sce P I say, for Rome. 
What good shall Fiso seek that is not Rome^s ? 
The nobly-minded reach not private ends 
Through public deeds— and Piso should be noble. 

Piso Nay, friends, I pray you hear me. Good Natalis, 
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I cannot choose but chide thee. Burden not 
Your tongues with my poor name — think not of me. 
What wouldst thou, good Scevinus ? Whence that weapon ? 

Scevinus* Piso, it is a consecrated weapon, 
Meet for a holy service. At Ferentum, 
In rich Etruria, is an ancient temple 
Sacred to Fortune. From that hallowed spot, 
Prompted by some mysterious inward sense, 
Long ere our plot was ripening into action, 
With awe I bore the consecrated blade. 
And vowed 1 would retain the sacred steel 
For the completion of some noble purpose. 
* I swore no base, low brawl, no common blood 
Should sully it — I vowed to strike a blow 
That the wide world should witness and applaud. -|- 
'Twas a prophetic vow — some Deity 
Poured the wild yearning through my unconscious mind. 
And now the time, not then foreseen by me. 
But by the Power that prompted me, is come. 
A mighty deed awaits us — I devote 
This steel to its achievement, and I claim 
To be the first that strikes. 

Piso, What say ye, comrades. 

Is not the omen good F Are ye agreed ? 



.- < 
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Who speaks against the claim P 

Asper. II 

Pwo. Asper ? thou ! 

I know thy bravery, but I thought thee modest. 

Asper. I plead not for myself — I claim that post 
Of honour for another, one who knows 
More than the name of war — ^has proved his sword 
As well as borne it He^ll not need a charm 
To guide his weapon. 

Piso. Name the man. 

Asper. Why, there 

He stands before you — Flavins. 

Fla. I ? — Good Asper, 

Desist I pray thee, 

Piso. Asper, I commend 

Thy stedfast friendship; but the modesty 
Of Flavius bids thee cease. 

Fla. ^ I do beseech you, 

My worthy comrade, leave my humble claims 
Unnoted in the shade. I know your wills 
WeU — ^be it — I resist them not. Scevinus, 
Lead, strike — ^thou shalt not find me slow to aid thee. 
I claimed that post of danger long ere thou. 
And Hwas denied me— Let it pass — My soul 
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Is with our cause, and shall not stoop to pine 
Cer these poor slights. * I value not yon weapon 
More than another — ^there^s no magic in it — 
It is the cause that consecrates the sword, 
It is the resolute hand that stamps success. 
A coward's faulchion in a hero's grasp 
Still works a hero's will. Virginius dealt 
That sadly glorious stroke, which freed at once 
His child and coimtry, with no sacred blade, 
But a chance dagger stained with bestial blood. 
No pompous mummery nerved his mighty soul. 
Strain high your courage for the deed you purpose. 
But place no trust in visions. Fortune, say'st thou. 
Bestowed yon poignard ? Many take her gifts 
That know not how to use them. Better speed 
Have thou than such ? f Aye— lead — I'll follow thee. 

See, Friends, on the morrow I will bid you welcome 
At my poor home — then if it pleaseth you 
We will resume our counsel, and devise 
Fit plans to meet the foe — Come all my friends 
And be your watchword " Fortune." 

Piso. I will come— 

May I not speak for all ? 

Na, Yes, noble Piso, 
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Our thoughts come better^ from a tongue like thine. 

See, Caius, farewell. 

Piso, Farewell, my honoured friends. 

Until the morrow — and your guide be Fortune. 

[Exewnt Scene closes. 



END OF ACT I. 
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ACT II. 

* SCENE I. 
A retired part of the Forum, 

Enter Flavins. 

Fla. Oh ! that this mom had risen upon our deeds, 
And not on slothful, barren purposes. 
We have wrongs to warm us, dangers which delay 
Doubles each hour, means, opportunities. 
And yet — ^it galls, it maddens me-^who comes ? 
'Tis Asper. 

Enter Asper. 

What a scowl of discontent 

His visage wears ! Well may it. Hold my friend. 

What ! deep in dudgeon ! Come, I know thou longest 

To rail aloud. Speak out — ^here^s place and leisure. 

Asper. Leisure ! A miurain on this idle time ! 
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There is hot work in view, yet thou and I 
Must saunter up and down with folded arms 
Like hungry clients waiting for their dole. 
Hast thou seen Piso ere I parted from thee ? 

Fla. Aye. 

Asper. And what spake he ? 

Fla. Words — ^the cheap, base coin 

He loves to pay with. I regret the breath 
I wasted with him. 

Aaper. Hearken, Flavins; 

'Twere little good to pluck from off the throne 
That masker Nero, if we place thereon 
Yon babbling Piso. 

Fla. 'Twas my very thought — 

I would place no man there. 

Asper. Jove grant that Piso 

Seek not such dangerous eminence ! 

Fla. Good Asper, 

Thine is an honest but a fruitless prayer. 
Thou know'*st him not. 

Asper. Nay, deem you that he longs 

For empire ? 

Fla. Yes--4us thirsting men for water. 

'Tis true, he clokes his wish in modesty, 
Bends low, speaks humbly, yet in fancy's dream 
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He feels the while a diadem on his brow. 
Oh ! I have learnt to penetrate the meekness 
That pride puts on. 

Aspe)', And must we bear with him ? 

Patience is paltry. 

Fla. 'Tis the fitter quality 

For those who mate with paltry spirits as we do. 
We must be patient. 

Asper, Nay, thou'st so already. 

Last night — what torpid modesty benumbed thee ? 
Why Flavins ! thou ! thou yield an enterprize 
To yon Scevinus ! Thou ! what ! when I spoke 
An honest word or two, look shy and grave ! 
Frown on your friend ! blush like a simple girl 
To hear your merit told I By Mars himself 
I could be vexed. Thou dost not think / flatter ? 

Fla. No, my brave friend — nor were your services 
Held cheap, though I rqjelled them. Do you marvel 
That I should yield ? Why marvel not the rather 
At the new courage that inspired Scevinus ? 
Think you that braggart's claim was first advanced 
Then ? then first heard by Piso ? No ; 'twas planned 
Ere then. 

Asper. And wherefore? Why should Piso choose 

For a bold deed a feeble instrument ? 
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Fla. Because that feeble instrument is supple. 
Because, when we have hewn the tyrant down, 
'Twill prove no bar to Piso's power ; because 
It boasts no irksome zeal for liberty. 
Piso is wise. He fears to place Tthe van. 
And arm with dangerous consequence, the man 
Whose new-bom influence may be turned to mar 
His dearest hopes. He will not make me leader ; 
For though I seek not power, he justly deems 
That if we still must bear the sway of one, 
I would promote — ^not him. 

Asper. Why, what a coil 

Of crooked policy I But wherefore yield ? 

Fla, Because, though I do scorn the men with whom 
We cast our lot, I reverence the cause* 
For that, and that alone I will discard. 
Not only thoughts of danger, but the pride 
That would be first or nothing. Let them use me 
As it shall please them, and my best reproof 
Shall be endurance. Piso shall not say 
No, nor the peevish Rufus that they strove 
To set Bome free — and Flavius thwarted them. 

Asper, Aye— thou art Flavius still. How dull was I 
That I knew thee not ! but yet it angered me 
To see the fox usurp the liorfs part. 
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And must we meet these loitering knaves again? 

Fla, Yes — where Scevinus dwells. 

Asper, I will not go. 

Not I. A murrain seize them ! sheep in valour 
And tortoises in speed I Why should I go ? 
To hear trim speeches made by boastful cowards ? 
By Mars ! I had rather march twelve hours i'*the sun 
Under a double burthen. FU not go 
To be fresh gorged with rhetoric — ^fed with words 
When I want deeds — to hear the prate of Piso, 
" The eloquent Piso^ — as Natalis hath it — 
(Imitating Natalis) 

Our thoughts come bettered from a tongue like thine. 

Most eloquent Piso.*" — Oh for a cup of Chian 
To drown my spleen ! 

Fla, Aye, drown it ere you meet 

Our friends — ^brave friends ! Let's meet them cheerily 
And speak them fair, for helpless discontent 
Is laughable and bootless. 

Asper. Thou hadst better 

Meet them alone — I am not like to serve thee, 
I cannot smile at what demands a frown. 
Nor smother my impatience. Policy, 
The suppleness that men call * policy ,** 
Suits not my temper. Tell me when a deed 
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Is to be done, and I will be as ready 

As if my ears were deafened with its praise. 

Fla. Well — ^be it as thou wilt. 

Asper. I'll go to the camp. 

We'll have more words anon. [Ewit Asper. 

Fla. Farewell, my comrade. 

No, it were better that his testy bluntness 
Should not be chafed by this same conference 
Which I must yet endure. Epicharis ! 
My only good ! yes, I may lay aside 
My cares awhile, and warm my frozen spirit 
Beneath thy sunny smile. Oh blissful change. 
From dangerous friends to thee l-f- [Eaiit 

i 
I 

i SCENE II. 
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The kcmse of Epicharis. Discmjers Epicharis alone. 

Epi. This secret dread ! I cannot shake it off. 
I cannot nourish hope ; and Flavius cannot. 
His eye — ^his voice declare it. Flavius, 
Whose toy was danger ; he who knew not fear ; 
He who was wont to laugh when otliers trembled. 
E'en he desponds. Why, this confederacy 
Is weak — ^'tis surely weak. And can I aid it ? 
I fear I am too fond and confident. [She pauses. 



SCENE II.] EPICHARIS. 36 

Yes, yes, it shall be done-^it shall be done. 

I will deserve his love. The means are mine. 

I know my influence with Proculus. 

I know his discontent. He bears command—* 

A Chiliarch in the fleet. My prayers shall win him. 

He joins our brave insurgents. Flavius leads them. 

He leads — ^he conquers — he returns in triumph. 

He greets me with a smile of gratitude. 

Oh Flavius ! then at length I shall deserve thee. 

Who comes ? ''Tis Proculus. 



Enter Proculus. 

I greet with welcome 
Volusius Proculus. 

Pro* The fair Epicharis 

Is cruel in her kindness. Yet I thank her 
That she thus deigns once more to look upon me. 
I thought my hopes were dead ; but that soft voice 
And milder eye revives them. 

Epi. Hear me, Proculus ; 

Or ere you play the wooer, view in me 
Another^s promised bride; as such respect me. 

Pro, You shall have such respect as wretchedness 
So skilled to show. I will be meek and humble ; 

d2 
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May force perhaps a miserable smile 
Of thankless courtesy — will that content you, 
Or win that last cold cruel boon, your pity ? 
'Tis due, Epicharis, sadly due — for life 
Is now a blank, and thou hast made it so. 

Epi, Words, Proculus, the customary words 
Of those who strive to flatter the proud ear 
Of a cold mistress with their tale of sorrow. 
Thy life a blank ! Oh no — a warrior"*s life 
Has nobler claims than love. One glorious path 
Still lies before thee, and it leads to honour. 

Pro. Honour ! alas ! thou little know'^st our service. 
The time is past when Roman warriors tread 
The paths of honour. 

JEpi. Nay, you wrong them. 

Pro. No— 

I tax not them with baseness, but their service. 
Who can reap honour where no seeds ai'e sown 
That bring not fruits of shame ? What are the duties 
Of Roman warriors now ? 1 blush to name them. 
To single out a wearied wretch that nods 
In the full theatre while a despot sings ; 
To guard the nightly reveller^s brutal orgies ; 
To fire a kinsman^s home ;* to dole out torture. 
Or chains, or death : say that the tyrant's mother 
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Is doomed to die, and who must be the assassin ? 
A Roman soldier, -f- These are now our duties ; 
Think on them well, and pause^ or ere you speak 
Of honour to be gained in Nero s service. 

Epi. Is there no other service? 

Pro, Yes — among 

The barbarous foes of Rome. 

Epi, I mean not them. 

Pro. Whom then ? 

Epi. Its friends. 

Pro. I understand you not. 

Epi. Say, what was Brutus when he rose for freedom ? 
Rome's friend or foe? 

Pro, He was the friend of Rome. 

Epi. And deem you this degenerate age may boast 
Men such as Brutus was ? 

Pro. I may not hope it. 

Epi. Despair not— rather say, if such were found. 
Would Proculus drag on a shameful life 
Doing the vile behests of one he scorns, 
Or would he join their band ? 

Pro. It is a question 

I little thought to hear from female lips. 
Its strangeness might alarm a prudent spirit, 
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But* I can fear no treachery from thee. 

Here is mj answer. I would join their band. 

Epi. Aye! then diou shalt. Nay , start not ; for the hints 
I spake are no light coinage ; they are truth. 
There is a band of bold confederates. 
Men who have sworn to rend the iU-used power 
From Nero^s grasp, who feel oiu* injuries. 
And will redress them. 

Pro. Jove protect their cause ! 

Oh, these are tidings fit to warm the blood 
Of every son of Rome that is not chilled 
To stone with fear and slavery. Thousand fold 
I thank thee, fair Epicharis — I thank thee 
That thou hast deemed me worthy to receive them. 
Oh generous patriots ! Rome is amply blest 
To own such virtue. How I bum to hear 
Their glorious names ! 

Epi. Perchance the time will come. 

When with joined hands, the pledge of brotherhood 
Thotflt swear with them to conquer or to faU. 
But seek not yet to know them. In my breast 
I must lock up that secret. I have not 
Received their sanction. Unpermitted, never 
Shall name escape my lips : yet be content. 

Pro. Content with this half-confidence ? Contentment 
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Is for the lukewarm hearer. It is hard 
In zeal to be content with ignorance. 
You ask my aid. I ask your confidence — 
Epicharis, if I am -worthy, trust me, 
If not, methinks I am scarce fit to aid 
The enterprise you speak of. Make me all 
Your friend, or spurn me. 

JEpi' ' Does Volusius Proculus 

Deem lightly of my caution ? Does he hope 
To hold unpledged the means of death ; to hear 
The names of those whom his bare word might slay ? 
No : though I cannot deem thee thus perfidious. 
For then I had ne^er spoken^ yet unbidden 
I will not render up that trust. My office 
Shall be to tell thee that thy secret thoughts 
Have found an echo in the breasts of many. 
Thou canst assist the cause, although the actors 
Are still unknown. Gain friends — be vigilant. 
The time will come when men will draw their swords 
For Rome, and not for Nero-^then draw thine 
In the same cause, and aid — thoult then know whom. 
Then shall the houseless mourners^ prayer be on thee. 
And all a nation^s gratitude be thine. 

Pro, Wilt thou be grateful ? 

EpL Ever, ever grateful, 
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If you will grant your aid. Oh grant h, Proculus. 
Are you thus doubtful ? 

Pro. Let me pause awhile.— 

Epicharis, I have wooed you — with what fervour 
It boots not to repeat. I offered you 
My hand, my heart, and you rejected them. 
I ceased to be your suitor. Time rolls on, 
And you who scom'^d me, now entreat a boon. 
What answer, then, shall the rejected Proculu* 
Now render to the proud Epicharis ? 
Shall he in turn refuse, or shall he bend 
Submissive to her will, and aid the cause 
She deigns to advocate — that cause his rival'^s ? 
Epi. I named no rival. 

Pro. No : but acts can speak 

To apprehensive spirits. Would Epicharis 
Pour forth her eloquence to me for succour 
To yonder band, if Flavius did not lead them ? 
Epi. TTis shrewdly asked — ^but what imports it ? 
Pro. AU ! 

For my consent will hang upon the answer. 
Say only that the name of Flavius 
Is not enrolled among your patriot bond. 
And I will freely join them. 

Epi. Your conditions 
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Have been denied already. I have said 
No name shall pass my lips, and I repeat it. 

Pro. Is this your answer ? 

Epi, Yes. 

Pro. Reflect. 

Epi. I have 

Reflected, and with sorrow. I proposed 
An honourable deed with which thy wishes 
Had seemed to chime responsive. I receive 
What ? bold denial ? frank confession ? No ; 
But subtle strivings to extort my secret, 
Homeplied -persuasions to betray my trust. 
If thus you answer me, 'tis meet we part. 

Pro. Part ! no ; we part not thus. Withhold your secret 
If it so please you — think it safe — I care not ; 
But at your leisure listen to the voice 
Of a plain soldier who presumes to tell 
This homely truth : — ^your secret is not safe. 
Aye ! start, but hear. Too much is told already. 
You have revealed a tale, which if it reached 
The ear of Nero, would defeat the purpose 
It vaunts so fairly ; yes, and pour dismay 
Upon the hapless leaders of the plot. 

Epi. Are you a man ? Would you betray me, Proculus ? 
Pro. Betray thee ? No : my purpose is to woo thee ; 
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I never wooed thee yet— I did but dally. 

I thought that woman might be won by sighs. 

Love-breathing vows, and gentle courtesies ; 

I was deceived, and will repair my error ; 

From you I gained the experience, and I thank you. 

I am now your suitor in another guise. 

Epi. And with less hope. 

Pro* Aye ! sayst thou ? Listen, 

fair one : 
You ask me to rebel, and I consent 
On these sole terms. I claim a recompense 
For blighting Nero's power, that Nero's self 
Might envy me. Is it not fitly done ? 
I claim yourself — ^the hand you once denied me. 

Epi. We meet no more. I do reproach myself 
That I thus long have listened patiently. 
I told thee, Proculiis, that my faith was plighted. 
And thou wouldst urge me to revoke a vow. 
Which when once made, no human force shall cancel. 
What have I done ? How have I fallen so low, 
That thou shouldst taint my ears with this rude suit ? 
I will not think thou dost expect success 
Can wait on such a claim. 'Tis mockery. 
Coarse, bitter mockery, the wanton gibe 
Of a vex'd spirit ; but I pardon thee. 
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I would not leave my most malignant foe. 
As I do thee for ever, and not grant 
My pardon. Now, farewell ! 

Pro, You leave me not. 

By Hercules, you do not. Think you all 
Is said ? ^Twere best you hear me. There^s a life 
Hangs on each word I utter. (He seixes her hand,) 

Epi. Help ! unhand me ! 

Pro, Be patient, or your cause is ruitf d. All 
Shall bleed, and Flavius first. 

JEpi. Ha ! 

Pro. Aye ! the rest 

Is worth your hearing. Spurn me from your presence, 
And Nero^s ear shall drink each syllable 
Your tongue has uttered. 

Epi, Treacherous fiend ? Is this 

Your boasted honour ? 

Pro, Honour ! scornful woman. 

There is a word that has a deeper sound — 
It is revenge ! Think you I am a dog. 
That I should crouch beneath your injuries? 
I sought your love, you gave me scorn — ^now reap 
Its fruits. I sought your smile, and I was met 
With frowns — ^now reap their fruits. And learn, that when 
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A Roman woos a Grecian freed woman 
To be his bride, he little brooks rejection. 

Epi. Mean, treacherous insulter ! Think you thus ^ 

To gain my heart ? 

Fro. No : 'tis your hand I ask, 

And not your heart. Your's had not been less light 

Though mine were breaking. Why, then, should I value it ? 

There was a time whai I had valued it 

As dearly as the drops that warmed my own, 

But you have taught me to forget my weakness 

* You who despised me may rejoice to learn 

I cease to couple thoughts of you with love. 

I do but claim you as a glittering spoil 

Wrung from a foe — a toy to grace my triumph. + 

Why should I tarry ? I have named my terms 

And you have heard. Will you accept them ? 

I Epi. Never ! 

^^ • 

Pro. Decision'^s in that tone, but it shall falter. 

There is a still small voice in solitude. 

Which ofttimes whispers prudence — ^to its dictates 

I leave thee. Ere two hours prepare to answer. 

I shall await thee on the Aventine. 

Fail but in this, and guards will bear thee hence 

To tell a trembling tale in Nero's presence. [Eodt. . 
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Epi. Gone I and the die is cast. We are betrayed. 
Betrayed, and I the cause. Oh ! horrible ! 
What, I? * I who— ? Oh ! weak, confiding woman ! 
Oh ! fatal, fond presumption ! Oh ! vile tongue, 
That has outstripped the mastery of thy reason ! 
Were I now stricken with dumbness, I'^d be thankful 
For the just punishment. Betrayed ! and I 
The cause ! f It seems scarce real. My senses wander ; 
Yet — there he stood — and still I seem to hear him. 
Two hours — the Aventine — Yes; I will meet thee. 
False, pitiless wretch ! will pray, kneel, kiss the ground, 
At thy vile feet until I turn thee. No 
Abasement 3hall be spared, no sacrifice 
Except my faith to Flavins. Oh ! that name ! 
How could I utter it ! How shall I bear 
To see him more ! Hark ! His his tread, or fear 
Deceives me. I meant well, and yet I tremble 
At the bare thought like guilt. Tis he ! he comes ! 
No ! no ! I cannot meet him. Oh ! my heart. 
Would it were still for ever. 

Flavius (entering). Sweet Epicharis ! 

She turns not — pale ! and trembling ! iny Epicharis ! 
Speak — if you love me, speak. 

Epi. Avoid the, Flavius, 

Or kill me — I deserve it. 
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Fla. Thou ! just heaven ! 

In pity tell me all^I can bear much, 
But not suspense. 

EjA. Oh, you have much to bear — 

You left a faithful mistress : you now find 
A traitress. 

Fla. Traitress ! thou ! no, no, impossible. 

Ha ! I remember : whose dark form was that 
Which ere I entered seemed to quit thy threshold ? 
^Twas distant, and my glance was short and hurried — 
I deemM it Proculus. 

JSpi. It was — it was — 

Have mercy Flavins — I have injured thee. (Kneels.) 

Fla. Oh, my forboding spirit ! Rise, I pray thech— 
I will not curse thee. Oh, thou sweet deception ! 
One look, false angel, ere I strive to blot thee 
From my remembrance. Now, thou art my rival's. 

Epi, Thou hast no rival. 

Fla. No ? 

JEp«. No! heaven's my witness — 

What have I said ? I know not — ^but believe me 
I have not wronged your love — your life's in peril. 

Fla. Nay, then we'll smile again. My life in peril ? 
Oh, 'tis some feverish phantom that affrights — 
I will not think real danger springs from thee. 
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JBpe. 'Tis real — and I the cause. One moment Flavius 
And I will tell thee all. The air falls thick 
As though Hwould choke me. I will speak anon^ 
My strength returns — Glisten. From that sad hour 
When you revealed your plot, a strange disquiet 
Came on me — ^fear arose — then mad presumption 
Fired my weak fancy, and I vainly thought 
My humble aid might prop your tottering cause. 
Some demon whispered *Proculus.' He came — 
Thou know^st him — he is bold, and bears command — 
And were he true — ^Alas ! I deem'd him so, 
And told — no, no, not all — ^no name escaped. 
But I revealed your purpose to a wretch 
Who heard me with a mask of sympathy: 
Then like the foster'd viper tum'd to breathe 
His venom o^er my guiltless confidence. 

Fla.He knows our purpose .f* 

Epi. Aye, and may prevent it ; 

May raise such fierce distrust in Nero^s mind ; 
May prompt such devilish subtlety to thwart you, 
That were you leagued with tenfold strength and truth, 
Your cause were desperate. 

Fla. Oh, Epicharis 1 

But I'^ll not add reproaches to the stings 
Of thy own bosom. Dark fatality 
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Has ruled thy acts, not thou. I must still love thee, 
Though thou hast foiled an enterprise as bright 
As statues could reward. 

Epi. Oh, spare me, spare me ! — 

Breathe ought but love and pardon — ^heap revilings 
On this weak bead, and I will bless thee for them. 
But curse me not with mercy. Cast me from thee 
As though my touch were poison. 

Fla. No, meek trembler. 

This is thy haven still. Oh, whisper comfort. 
Is there no remedy ? no means to check 
The meditated treachery ? no safe course 
To bind the foe to silence ? 

Epi. Yes. 

Fla. I live. 

But you are trembling { 

Epi Yes, there is a course. 

Fla. Speak, if thou may'^st. 

Epi. The guilty cause of danger 

Must be the wretched pledge for your success. 

Fla. What mean you ? 

Epi. ^Tis the claim of Proculus 

That on condition of his secrecy 
And succour to our cause, I should renounce 
My plighted faith to thee. 
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Fla. Gro on. 111 hear thee. 

Oh heavens and earth ! wretch ! wretch ! — but Fll be 

cahn — 
Speak, my betrothed, and fear not — ^what ? he claims 
Thy hand ? oh villain ! Well — I will be calm — 
But say— if you reject his claim ? 

Epi. Alas ! 

He threatens straightway to repair to Nero— - 
He grants me a brief period— ere ^tis past 
I must prepare to answer, must resign 
My hand to this boln villain, or be dragged 
Beneadi the withering eye of tyranny. 

Fla. Never ! thou borne to Nero's presence ! Never— 
Thy life would be the forfeit. When did mercy. 
E'en when it pleaded for a form like thine. 
Awaken Nero's pity r Be the sacrifice 
How great soe'er, it must be made ere thou 
Confront the tyrant. 

Epi. There is only one 

Great sacrifice that could avail nie aught. 
And that shall ne'er be made. 

Fla. Yes, if your safety 

Demands — ^yes, yes. Oh, rather shall you leare me 
Than suffer chains and torture — aye, and death. 
For these are Nero's gifts. 

^ £ 
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Epi, I cannot leave you : 

But I can die. 

Fla. And does Epicharis think 

I had rather be her murderer than redgn her ? 

Epi. Resign me ? then ^tis come to this — I feared it—- 
You will not find it painful to resign me: 
No, not too painful. A few sighs — perhaps 
A tear of pity for the poor weak traitress 
Whose foolish zeal brought peril. Yes, one tear — 
And then forget me. 

Fla. Aye, when I forget 

Existence — ne^er till then. If I had loved thee 
With selfish fondness, I should strain thee here 
Till seized by dcAth'^s foul heralds — ^glut my pride 
With thy last dying groan of constancy — 
And vaunt thy changeless truth. If this be love 
It is not mine. No, I would have thee live 
If not for me— Epicharis ! Oh, look up — 
One'look. My heart is heavy— cheer it fairest 
For the last time. The last ! pale ! mute ! and cold ! 
I have not killed thee. No, there^s breath — there^s lifi 
Epicharis ! she revives. 

EpL Flavins ! still near me I 

You will not leave me then'. 

Fla. Alas ! 



0' 
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Epi. Aye, now 

It all returns. Would I had ne'er awaked 
Ftom that brief trance. 

Fla. This agony of parting 

Exhausts my courage. 

Epi. No, we must not part 

For ever — ^no, though tyranny's worst terrors 
Close round me, I will brave them all for thee ; 
I will not even tremble. Nay, thou know'st not 
What I can bear. 

Fla. And may I never know ! 

Epi. Yet, let me prove it. 

Fla. No, it must not be. 

Yield, yield ; and I will spur our tardy band 
To instant action. If my words can move them, 
Nero shall fall ere sun-set come again. 
And I shall save thee. 

Epi. Nay, beguile me not 

With prospects of relief. Thy hopes are faint. 

Fla. 'Tis true, my hopes are faint ; despair must nerve me. 
There is one only course — Epicharis, 
Time speeds, and we must part. Oh, my best treasure. 
What a short glimpse of happiness was ours ! 
Farewell ! it must be said. Otie last embrace — 

£ 2 



58 t:PICHARIS. [act U, 

Farewell ! She hears me not ; I must untwine 
Those arms and leave her— there — ^now heaven protect 
thee f [He places her on a aeatydnd eani. 



{The Scene closes.) 



END OF ACT IT, 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

A spacious Hall in the Palace of Nero. Nero discovered 
fvith Phaon and Attenda/nts* Nero is reclining on a 
couchj splendidly and effeminately dressed. He takes 
from his head a chaplet of fiowers. 

Nero. Another chaplet ; see its hues be brighter, 
And let its flowers exhale a rarer fragrance. 
Your skill is poor. Oh, for that Syrian slave 
Of matchless art ! He would combine the gales 
Of all the balmy East in one rich wreath ; 
It grieves me that I killed him. Has Locusta 
Prepared those subtle poisons which she promised. 
That I might mark their potency ? 

Phaon. Aye, Caesar. 

Nero. Bid her attend — and choose some Parthian slave 
From the last troop of captives, to endure 
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The trial of her skill. Let him be deck'd 
(For, 'tis my humour,) in a sumptuous vest, 
And place a regal diadem on his brow. 
That I may think 'tis Tiridates dies : 
Then bid my deftest minstrels stand around 
And sound their lutes, that so the fidnting wretch 
Sigh forth his soul to music. 

Phaon. 'Tis a death 

His fellow-slaves may envy. 

Nero, Truly, yes ; 

They seldom die so proudly. These stem sports - 
Will brace and nerve my spirit, which else were clogged 
With the dull steam of banquets, and the strains 
Of laaguid harmony. The manly temper 
Must be restored by the sharp aliment 
Of sights that ciurdle milky bloods. *I love 
To look on death, and trace its mysteries. 
The mimic horrors of the theatre 
Are all too feeble for a soul like mine. 
I need the poignant zest of real inflictions 
To fiU the measure of my apprehension, 
Which soars too high for mockeries.*!* That fire 
Was a gay spectacle ; it seem'd to warm 
The fancy lik^e the frame. My thoughts flew back 
To Troy in flames. 
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Phaon, Yes, Prince ; and as the theme 

Inspired your tongue, mediought I heard a strain 
More rich than Maro's. 

Nero. Aye, the theme was good; 

I wist not what I sang. *How many died 
In this same fire ? I bade thee learn their number. 

Phaon. To hear is to obey. (Presenting a paper.) Will 
Csesar deign 
To view this scroll ? it doth contain the record 
Of all who suffered. 

Nero. {Perusing the paper.) Are they then so few .? 
I deem'^d there would be more. The golden vase . 
Is then Senecio^s prize. (Throws down the paper.) Enough, 

bring wine : 
I pledge this cup to Vulcan. (Drinks.) He has feasted 
On my proud capital, and should be grate&l : 
Nay, when full gorged with spoil, I gave him more. 
And lit up human torches in his honoiur-^ 
Men cased in blazing pitch. He should be grateful 
For such excess of wor^ip. Who attends ? 

[An Attendant advances. 

Att Volusius Proculus craveth audience, 

Nero. Let him come forward. 

Enter Voltmus Proculus. 

Mighty Chiliarch, 
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Chief of a thousand warriors ! what blest chance 

Procures thy presence ? What misdeed requires 

The intervention of the lowly Nero ? 

YPIiat slave has slipped his chain ? YPIiat soldier^scasque 

Needs burnishing ? Doubtless, the circumstance 

Is worthy of its herald. Speak-— my leisure 

Is ever yours. 

Pro. Caesar, I am not come 

On a light errand. I respect the hearer. 
And know the perils of officious haste. 
I bear a tale meet for the imperial ear 
Of Nero. 

Nero. Bravely promised ! well — ^proceed ; 
"Why lingerest thou ? 

Pro. Because the awful truth 

That trembles on my tongue, makes my flesh quail. 
And my breath quicken. ^Tis a tale of death. 
Of menaced death to thee. 

Nero. Wretch ! if thou triflest— 

But no — diou dost not dare. Nay, speak, say on. 

Pro. Epicharis, a Greek maiden, has revealed 
A plot that seeks thy death. She strove to tempt 
My loyalty to treason. I repelled 
With scorn the sorceress ; and I come to warn thee. 

Nero. "^Tis well — thou bringest me safety — ^give me ven- 
geance, 
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And I will thank thee doubly. Speak, the names, 
The names of these leagued murderers. Dost thou 
falter? 

Pro, Forgive me, Caesar, if in eager haste. 
To save thy consecrated life I come 
With a bare warning. Would I had the power 
To lay before thy throne the separate name 
Of each accursed traitor. But, forgive me, 
I have not yet that knowledge. 

Nero. Chiliarchf 

I am not wont to be abused with tales 
Of dubious import. 'Tis a little matter 
Forsooth, to ruffle my calm hours of leisure 
With threats of danger, dropping dark surmises 
On my vex^d ear, and when I ask for truths. 
To answer with * I know not !' Worthy soldier, 
I value much thy pains, and can requite them. 

Pro, Caesar, the warning which I bear to thee, 
I gathered from another. Blame not me. 
If she withheld the rest. I have secured 
The traitress. . Question her — she will reveal 
Perchance, before the awful throne of Caesar, 
What I sought vainly. She awaits your mandate. 

Nero. Bid her approach. Now for a frown to scare 
This dark Canidia. Doubtless, His a fiend, 
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Scarce feminine in aspect, whose fierce spirit 

Glares through her coarse-drawn features. Ha ! this ! this-^ 

Enter Epkharia, 

The traitress ! can it be ! Phaon ! come hither, 

Look, look— -nay, look. Have thy judicious eyes 

E'er lighted on a fairer form ? That blush ! 

See how 'tis mantling o'er the snowy brow. 

So Hebe must have looked when her young hand 

First bore Jove's cup with trembling. This is the traitress 

That seeks my life ! she shall renew it, Phaon, 

For pleasure gain'd is ever life renewed. 

But I must greet her with a solemn brow, 

* And voice of stem authority. I learnt 

That useful craft from the most virtuous si^. 

My right-respected tutor Seneca. 

Mark, Phaon, if I ape that pedant welL f 

{Aloud.) Lady, an accusation grave and dreadful 

Hath been preferred against thee. It is said 

Thou art informed of a conspiracy 

Which aims at my destruction. Under pain 

Of death I charge thee to impart tlmt knowledge 

To the last tittle : here at once reveal 

The names and piurpoae of these dai^rous plotters. 

Lend me the means to counteract their plaas. 



», - 
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And I will say I owe thee life, and bid 
My ceaseless bounty flow in recompence. 

Epi' Caesar, I will not answer to the charge 
Which that bold man has uttered. ''Twill suffice 
If I declare the cause for which he speaks. 
It is revenge that stimulates his tongue. 
He sued for my affections. Such a boon 
I could not give, and I repelled his suit 
With firm, though mild denial. Stung with passion, 
Again he claims my hand, and fiercely threatens, 
That if rejected still, he would denounce me 
As dangerous to the state and life of Caesar. 
I scorned his threats-«I bade him lead me hither. 
And I now seek a refuge from his vengeance 
Beneath the sheltering wing of Caesar^s justice. 

Nero, '^s well : and Caesar^s justice shall befriend thee. 
Volusius Proculus, I do suspect 
Thy accusation flows not from a source 
That manhood should not blush at. Very traitors 
To thee are that quick flush and drooping eye. 
Dost thou deny that thou hast sought the love 
Of her whom thou accusest ? 

Pro, No : that tale 

Is tcue, and she presumed on my affection 
To tempt me to disloyalty. Again 
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I boldly tax her with conspiracy. 

Nero, {to Phaon.) She smiles! How beautiful her 
scorn ! how calm ! 
Lady, you hear the charge. 'Tis boldly urged. 
Canst thou reply as boldly ? 

Epi. Emperor, 

Here is my answer. (She covers her face with her vaU~^ 
approaches Nero — kneels before him, and extends 
her hand,) 

Deign to place thy hand 
On this thy servants. If it seem to tremble 
Beneath thy touch, strike, slay me at thy feet 
And hold me guilty : if it tremble not, 
Dismiss me hence unharmed. 

Nero, (taking her hand.) It trembles not ! 
Soft, still, and harmless as a sleeping infant's. 
This downy pledge of confidence ! Nay, nay, 
Still let it rest beneath my hand. I love 
To renovate my skill in palmistry 
Upon so fair a tablet ; but methinks 
My lips would press it more discerningly. 

[Attempts to raise her hand, which she resists. 
Take heed : it trembles now — aye, there's a thrill 
That answers to that blush : it will compel me 
To bid thee tarry here until the doubts 
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• 

That sway my mind are broken. I absolve thee 
From. that gaunt soldier^s coarse and rancorous charges, 
Butr— nay, it must be so. Withdraw awhile 
I'll question thee anon. 

Epi. Bid me depart 

If I am guiltless. 

Nero. Why this anxious haste .'* 
Well, be it as thou wilt. Conduct her Phaon. 
{Aside, to Phaon.) Entreat her courteously, but see she 

stir not 
Beyond the palace gates. 

[Exeunt Epicharis and Phaon. 
Volusius Proculus 
Come forward. I pronounce thy charge malicious, 
A mean device to gain a desperate suit. 
Hence ! and be shame thy lot ! 

Pro. Are these the thanks 

Of the world's master for a friendly warning ? 

Nero, Dost thou claim thanks from Caesar ? Chiliarch 
Thy speech is free and lofty. 

Pro. I have fought 

For Caesar oft, and eam'd the right to speak. 

Nero. Ha ! eam'd ! still better ! eam'd it by thy sword ! 
Beware brave swordsman ; I may tax thy skill : 
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Patrician blood has moistened the arena, 

And it still thirsts for more. Hence ! hence, bold railer ! 

[EaU Proculus. 
The circus is a pleasant remedy 
For your prompt spirits. The gladiator Milo 
Would overmatch this Proculus. I care not : 
TJiey shall engage. Ha ! Phaon i hot and breathless ! 

Enter Phaon. 

Ph. Csesar, your patience ! I intreat a hearing. 
One Milichus, the freedman of Scevinus 
Comes, bearing fearful tidings. A conspiracy 
Is formed, is ripe for action. He has brought 
No vague dark hints. The names, the purposes. 
All that makes guilt most clear, will be unfolded. 
Scevinus, Quinctianus, and Natalis, 
Are foremost of the plotters. He hath said 
Thus much— but more remains. 

Nero, Plots ! ever plots ! 

Where is this Milichus ? Oh, I will strike 
A wholesome terror— yes, they shall bewail 
That they have liv'^d to tempt me. Ha ! the woman ! 
The Greek Epicharis ! Knew she ought of this ? 
Was the tale true ? 
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Phaon. I do believe it, Caesar. 

As she half caught the whispered words of Milichus ? 
Methought her cheek grew pale. 

Nero. Let her be racked. 

Phaan. £picharis? 

Nero, Aye, to the rack — ^tis the best test. 

Why ! when I say it, see that it be done. 
I like not scruples. What ! because she^sfair 
Must she ^scape questioning ? Where is Milichus ? 
Let him be brought— -not here, the air is sultry ; 
By the cool fountain in the western court 
Illsift these tales of treason. Follow me. [Ewetmt. 



SCENE IL 

A Room in the House of Scevintis. — Scevintis, Piso^ RufvSj 
Natalisj and QuinciiantM are discovered. 

See. And Flavins is still absent ! 

Quvu Yes — and Asper. 

Na. He will not come : he loathes the council chamber. 
No sounds but those of war have charms for Asper. . 

Rufus. But Flavius is of another mould — 
Jle loathes not counsel, but 
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Quin. The cause ? 

RuffM. I fear it 

* Na. I will not think him hostile to the cau^e. 
Although his zeal be cooled. 

RufuB. What gain we then ? 

Lukewarmness is as fell as treachery. 

Pwo. True — ^tis the curse of generous enterprise 
To be cheered on by those whose short-lived ardour 
Cools like the once warm steel. I love the man 
That, temperate, firm, and changeless as the flint 
In outward guise, still bears a dormant fire 
To sparkle at the clash of stem occasion. -|- 

Sce, He comes, the lingerer comes. ^ 

Enter Flavitis. 

Fla. Confederates, 

I greet you. 

See. Flavins, "'tis a tardy greeting. 

Fla. Too true — a tardy greeting, and a sad. i 

How speeds the cause ? 

Na. Why, well, if all its friends 

Were zealous. 

Fla. Who are not ? 

Na. Ask thy own breast. 

May be 'twill tell thee. 
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Fla, Aye ! — ^but I pass thee : 

Thou'rt but a tinkling echo. Caius Piso, 
From thee, the head and voice of our assembly, 
From thee I seek the bent of those dark words 
With which Natalis greets me. 

Piso, Subrius Flavius, 

* It grieves me that the majesty of truth 
Compels an answer that may scarcely soothe thee. •(• 
It is the sentiment of this assembly. 
That e'en a courage and a skill like thine 
Must yield a doubtful vantage to our cause. 
Unyoked with zeal to serve it. 

Fla. I lack zeaj ? 

Such is the sentiment of this assembly ! 
And my ears cheat me not ! I — / lack zeal ! 
What ? when I offered with this single arm 
To brave all dangers, and ye put me off. 
Saying your plans were not yet ripe for action. 
Who wanted zeal ? was't I ? Another's hand 
Mi^st be preferred to mine — Well — I submit. 
I would not vex your council's sluggish current. 
And mar your enterprise — and I submit. 
Although my spirit was galled by your neglect — 
Yet I want zeal ! 

See. Flavius, the time has been 

F 
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When thou wert zealous ; but the fickle-minded 

Soon shun what once they sought. What art thou now ? 

/7a. A wary question ! Set past services 
At nought — ^'tis a wise course. Ingratitude ! 
What a smooth varnish of sententious prudence 
Thou throw*'st o'er thy cold features ! Why, ye railers. 
Know ye what I have sacrificed e'en now, 
The now ye taunt me with ? Hear ! ye who talk 
Of giving wealth, limbs, life ; within this hour 
I have given more, all that made life a blessing. 
There was a heart that beat for me alone— * 
I bade it break. There was a hand that I 
Might claim as mine — I bade it be another's. 
I have done that to think on which is madness ; 
And yet I did It — for our cause I did it : 
One hope supported me— the cause would prosper, 
Rome would be free ; our self-denying fathers 
Would smile from their elysium, and my comrades 
Would recompense my sufferings with the balm 
Of thanks and kindness — ^this I hoped — ^fool ! fool ! 
But I'll not harass your cold ears for thanks 
And be denied them — ^never — ^I have sworn 
And still will be your comrade, but your friend 
I cannot be. 

Rufus, What spake he of a hand 
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That might be his ? the fair Epicharis ?— — 

Fla, Aye, there our peril lay ; thank heaven, 'tis past. 
Ye shall know all. From me she learnt our plansj 
She sought to further them, she strove to gain 
The aid of Proculus the Chiliarch, 
The crafty villain met her guileless warmth 
With specious sympathy, thep tuni'd with threats 
Of swift denunciation if the hand 
I claim'd as mine might not be pledged to him. 
I gave it — I released her from that promise 
Which was to me as is the single ray 
That cheers a captive's cell. 'Tis done— ye are safe. 
Now use my life's poor remnant as ye will, 
'Tis yours, I am reckless of it. Bid me walk 
TVTiere perils lie the thickest, bid me burst 
Through Nero's guards and cope with hkn alone, 
I'll do it. Come, propose a worthy task. 
Wait for no tardy festival — to-morrow — 
Nay, now— Who follows me ? Why do ye look 

Aghast ? 

Pwo. Peace, peace ; thou ravest. 

Fla. Aye, I rave. 

Well may I rave ; but tempt me not, for grief 
Has made me desperate. 

Rufus. Do you threaten us 

f2 
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In the same breath which tells you have betrayed us ? 

Fla. Betrayed! 

Rufus. Aye, whispered in a woman'^s ear 

Deeds fit for man'^s alone ; and mark the issue. 
We are betrayed by her, perchance e^en now. 
Y'efc, and the headlong course of instant peril 
Which Flavins madly courts, may be incurred 
Too late to save us. 

Other Conspirators. Treachery ! betrayed ! 

Fla, My life upon her truth. 

Rufus. Thy life ? brave pledge ! 

The lives of all are in her keeping now. 
And through thy means. 

Fla, Why do ye glare upon me. 

Half fear, half vengeance ? Yes, ye are athirst 
For blood, and dare not shed it ; but ye shall, 
If your vile fears prove true. 

Piso. What mean you, Flavius ? 

Fla, I mean but this — ^to stake my life on that 
Which ye mistrust — ^her truth. Ho ! listen ye 
While I pronounce the oath. I call to witness 
The powers of air^ all that do hold dominion 
Unseen o'er weak mortality, whatever 
Their attributes or names, all that can render 
An oath most solemn, if the foul mischance 
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To which ye point should follow, if through Aer» 
Failure should blight our enterprise, I swear 
To yield me to the penalty of death, 

r 

Dealt by what hand soever. Ye see this breast. 
Strike deep and spare not; I will be your hostage, 
And the first victim. Are ye satisfied ? 

Conspirators* Aye. 

See. Justice wills it that the source of evil 

Should be the first to suffer. 

Piso, Yet, 'tis dreadful 

To see a comrade'^s slaughter forced upon us. 
Though by his own blind act, 

Na. So mercy speaks, 

Quin. I hear a step— who comes? 

See, Perchance Senecio. 

Jove grant he bear blithe tidings ! Is''t not brave 
To have the tyrant's guest our trusty spy ? 

Enter Senecio. 
Senecio, welcome. 

Sen. Welcome is for those 

Who bear good tidings .^^ 

See. True— and thine? 

Sen. Alas ! 

Scevinus ! Piso ! we are lost — are doomed. 
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Yes, doomM, perhaps ere now. I have been this day, 

As is my wont, among the q^wds who throng 

To Nero^s presence. I beheld a female 

Conducted, as for trial-^guards stood arotind*'— 

A tribune at their head— they passed. Ere long 

One from the presence chamber chanced to greet me. 

And, '^ Dost thou know S^vinus and Natalis ?^ 

He asked — I answered " Aye.*" " Why, then, forswear 

That knowledge,'' he rejoined, ** for they are taxed 

With plotting death to Nero.'' Horror seized me. 

I thanked him for the hint — exchanged a jest 

Wliile my flesh quivered, and my tongue grew parched. 

Then turned, and drew my mantle o'er my face. 

Dived through the throng— and — I am here to tell you — 

See. There has been treachery. 

Na. My friends! my friends! 

We must consult our safety. 

See. Who denounced us? 

Sen. The woman whom I saw. 

Fla. Her name? 

Sen. Methought 

One said, Epicharis. 

Na. Thou art answered now. 

What ! not a word ? 

Rufus. He seems distraught with horror— 



*^ 
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That name has stunned him. 

See, Vengeance on the traitor ! 

I claim the forfeit. 

Piso. Hold ! be not so rash. 

Speak, Flavius, if thou canst gainsay ; nay, speak- 
Why grasp that sword? 

Quin. Beware ! hei^s desperate. 

Flavvua (half draws his sword, and returns, it to the 
sheath.) Now could I die by my own sword. But, no : 
I will not baulk their vengeance. Whet your dagger, 
Scevinus — I am ready. I have not 
One ray of good to live for. I believe thee, 
Thou messenger of woe-*-thou hadst no cause 
For wilful error. In thy tale I see 
A hideous likelihood. I do believe thee, 
Though my heart breaks to say it — I am ready. 

See. I ask a proof of thy submission. 

Fla. Name it 

See. Give up thy sword. 

Fla. Oh ! dost thou fear it ? There, 

There, brave avoiger ! take it. Am I now 
Too dangerous, though unarmed ? 

Quin. Bind — ^bind his hands ! 

He has some weapon hid. 
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Fla, Poor bloodsucker ! 

How cautious is thy crudty ! Bonds ! bonds f 

For hands that would have freed you ! 

Piao. Hold, an instant ! 

Flavius, thou art condemn'^d by thy own mouth. 

Thou hast consigned thy bosom to the vengeance 

Which these prepare to wreak, and it is just. 
I cannot plead to save thee ; but I will not 
View with cold eye the death of one I valued. 
I will depart — Farewell ! I honoured thee ; 
And my last words shall say it. 

Fla. Well, I thank thee 

For leaving me. Methinks "'tis nobler far 
Than to stand by and gloat upon my ruin. 
Yet stay — a few last words — they shall be short. 
Piso, thou hast not loved me, nor I thee ; 
But yet thou bearest most the guise of friend 
Of all I see around me. I will cheat ^ 

My thoughts in this brief remnant of my life. 
And deem thee so. I have a boon to ask. 
Thoult not refuse a dying man. This chain — 
It was her gift — receive it. When thou seest her 
I pray thee to restore it. Tell the traitress 
I kept it next my heart while she was true; 
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But when the tidings of her treachery came 
I gave it — with my life. There — thus I part 
With my last pledge. 

Piso. I will obey thee, Flavins. 

Oh ! 'tis a cruel lot. My sense of justice 
Is almost dead, and I could weep for thee. 
Farewell ! it must be said — ^Farewell ! [Eadt Piso. 

Rufu8. Farewell ! 

I cannot brook to see a soldier bleed ; 
And not in battle. 

Sen. I the unwilling cause 

That brought thee death will shun the horrid sight. 

[Eceetmt Rufus and Senedo. 

(ScevimiSy Natalia, and Quinctia/nus, bind the arms of 

Flaviua.J 

Fla. Aye, bind them, tighter if ye will, I care not ; 
I'll only pray you to dispatch me quickly ; 
I would not linger. 'Tis the usual prayer 
To executioners. 

See. 'Tis a hateful office; 

But " blood for blood'' has ever been the cry. 

Na. 'Tis justice arms our hands and not revenge 

Fla. Sophists in butchery ! peace ! 

Quin. I pity thee. 
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Fla. I can bear all that vengeanoe can inflict. 
Even thy pity. I return my pardon. 
Now leave me to my thou^ts for one brief moment. 

See. (after a pauae) Art thou prepared? 

Fla. I am prepared. 

Quin. Scevinusy 

^Tis thine to strike the blow. 

See. Bethink thee. Flavins, 

If thou hast still a word to utter. 

Fla. None. 

Na. Hark ! heard you not that sound ? 

See. No. 

Na. Hark! I hear 

Strange footsteps. 

See. Do not fear — my trusty Milichus 

Will guard us from surprise. Ha ! '^Tis not fancy. 

Na. It is the clash of armour. Speak, Scevinus, 
What means it ? 

See. Nay, I know not. 

Quin. Help ! they come ! 

Enier a Cerdwrum and Guard. 
Cent. Secure those men — Scevinus and Natalis, 
I seize you both as traitors — Quinctianus, 
Thee, too. 
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See. rU first have vengeance ! 

[Attempts to stah Flamtis, 
Cent, Guards, disarm him. 

[The soldiers seize cmd disarm Scevinus. 
Cent. The tribune Flavins ! bound ! and his life me- 
naced ! 
Fla. The tale is short — I staked my life — the stake 
Was forfeited, and these remorseless men 
Have claimed that forfeit. 

Cent. Horrible and foul ! 

What joy to save thee ! Wretches ! punishment 
Hangs o^er their heads though for another crime. 
Enow, they are traitors, foes to Nero's power ; 
Canst thou bear witness^to their disaffection ? 

Fla. I know they are my foes— His all I heed : 
Pray you unloose these bonds. I bear them hate. 
Yet will urge nought against their loyalty. 

Cent. The rack will force confession. Bear them hence— 

[Ewetmt Scevinics, Natalis, cmd 
Quinctiantis guarded. 
Oh ! Hwas a well-timed visit. One more throb 
Of the pulse, and your's had ceased. The bonds are 

loosed — 
Wilt thou remember, noble Flavins, 
The man who gave thee life and liberty. 
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Fla» Remember ! while I breathe : I cannot thank thee ; 
Thanks are too poor for service such as thine. 
You give me life, you give me liberty. 
And I will use them as a freeman ought. 

[Exennt. 



END OF ACT III. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

A retired part of the Forum, 

Enter Flaviua. 

Fla. I care not where I wander. I am nothing — 
Hopes, fears, and passions, all seem dead within me : 
Even existence is reproach. My life, 
If I can truly call it life, I owe 
To Nero's satellites. Epicharis ! 
Aye, time has been whene'er I breathed thy name 
I felt new courage — now it seems to curse me. 

Enter Asper. 

Asper. 'Tis Flavins, sad and lonely — Flavins ! 
Thou knowes t 

Fla. Aye, too well. The plot's discovered, 

And Nero triumphs. 
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Asper. Is there then no hope ? 

Fla. Hope ! I have done with hope. 

Asper. Nay, droop not thus : i 

We are yet safe — ^much, all, may still be done. 

Fla. But not by me. I am changed, Asper, changed : 
I wish for death, and yet I want the spirit 
To seek it nobly. 

Asper. Nay, you wrong yourself. 

Fla. Aye, I have wronged myself, and thee, and all : 
I pray thee leave me, and forget me, Asper. 
* My arm which thou hast seen deal death in battle 
Is as an infanf s now : despair benumbs it. 
Fame, love, respect, all that adorns this scene 
Of transitory tumult, all is vanished — 
Gone like the golden clouds of yesterday, f 
See you that broken pillar ? 'Tis a type 
Of me : it stood unbroken and erect 
Once : now 'tis fallen : I will rest my limbs 
On its grey shaft, and wait for my pursuers. 
Go, Asper ; and if Nero's guards shall say, 
" We seek for Flavins,'' tell them, he is here. 

Asper. By Hercules ! I know thee not : thou ! Flavins ! 
So vanquish'd by reverse ! Nay, rouse thyself. 
Come join with me in railing at the sloth 
Of our dull comrades. They must needs delay 
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Till spies had gleaned our secret. Wreak your curses 

Upon the treacherous lips that have betrayed us. 

Fla. There wanted only this to torture me, 
And thou must utter it. What ! curse those lips ? 
Never. 

Asper. Not vent your spleen on Milichus, 
That traitor ? Why ! thou look'st as if the name 
Were strange to thee : the traitor Milichus, 
The freedman of Scevinus ; he whose word 
Has borne our plot to Nero— 

Fla. Do I dream ? 

Asper. What ! knew you not ? you who yourself de- 
clared 
We were betrayed ! 

Fla, And is it by Milichus ? 

I thought — speak, speak, good A sper— disabuse me 
If I am cheated by a hideous falsehood : 
They said 'twas my Epicharis. 

Asper. Oh, falsehood ! 

Epicharis ? tut ! she never harmed a worm^ 
I say we are betrayed by Milichus. 

Fla. Oh ! that a tongue should say that she had harmed 
us, 
And I believed the tale ! I scarce deserve 
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This moments bliss. Epicharis is true ! 
Oh, speak again ; I am not still deceived ? 

Asper. I heard the tale from those who woidd not err. 

Fla. The gods be thanked ! — I feel new courage, Asper. 
Proceed : what more ? 

Asper, Nay, nothing fit to cheer you. 

Natalis has denounced his patron Fiso : 
They'll seize him, too, ere long. Brave tidings these f 
They'll lop the head of our conspiracy. 
And then how fare the limbs ? Why, how thou'*rt changed ! 
A minute hence thou sat'st in blank despair 
Like an imprisoned ciQprit : now, nought moves thee. 

Fla. You have dispelled the horrible delusion 
Which chilled my better spirit : I am myself 
Once more, and long to prove it. 

Asper. I believe thee : 

There's victory in thy look. We'll conquer yet. 
But we waste time in parley. 

Fla. True: away 

To the camp, my friend : sound thy associates there. 
We must do all ere sunset — I'll to Piso: 
Danger, perchance, may lend him energy. 
Come ere the second hour— aye, here — I'll leave 
Some token of my progress. Look ! thou seest 



f^ 



sc«NE II.] EPICHARIS. 81 

That prostrate column : if thou find it raised, 
Believe that I succeed. Away ! Jove guard thee. 

[Eofit Asper. 
I will dare all, for thou art true, Epicharis. [Eadt. 



SCENE II. 

ffouse ofPiso — Piao discovered alone, 

Piso. Accused ! and by Natalis ! ^Tis deserved : 
I knew him mean and false, yet trusted him. 
* Oh who could fold a summer'^s vest around him, 
And brave the rigour of the wintry storm ? + 
Flavius, I would that I had clung to thee : 
Thy friendship had not swervM. Demetrius ! 

Enter Demetfntcs. 

Dem, Master, what would'st thou ? 
Piao. Hast thou watched ? 

Dem. Aye, master. 

Piao. And seest thou no pursuers ? 
Dem. None. 

Piao. What marvel ! 

Why should they haste to seize me ? Can I flee ? 

G 
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Yes, if the regions of the air were mine — 

But earth and sea are Nero^s. Bring me wine : 

I am athirst. [Eait Demetrius. 

There is one only refuge, 
Death — but, to die ? Death is the fearful goal 
Of Nero's vengeance. Why forestall his will ? 
And yet, what bitter anguish may precede 
Death by his sentence ! to be haled to judgment 
Amid the gaze of those who knew me once 
The great, the honoured — ^to endure their scoffs 
Or pity — Piso pitied ! What ! and herd 
With common traitors ! then the rack, the rack f — 
Yes, and the tongue which men called eloquent 
May dribble its last accents clogged with groans. 
Perhaps in weak, unheeded prayer, to wretches 
Who'll mock its feeble utterance. Yes, 'tis better 
To perish now. {Starting as Demetrius enters.) Who 
comes ? Ha ! thou — 

Dem. Here's wine. 

Piso. I had forgotten. (Takes the cup.) Now return 
and watch, 
And tell when foes approach. [Eaiit Demetrius. 

[Piso sets down the cup.) I am alone : 
The better for my purpose. 'Tis a deed 
Of solitude that I do meditate. 
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That honest menial^s blunt fidelity 

Woidd but divert my aim. It is resolved : 

And yet — ^yes, yes, it is resolved. My course 

(Draws forth a small casket containing poison.) 

Is ended. Come, thou deadly balm of woe, 

My last defence and best ; * I have borne thee long. 

So once did Hannibal : and what he dared, 

A Roman should not shrink from. Yet 'tis dreadful 

To rush I know not whither, f Thou mantling cup. 

Thou that dost cheer the heart of man, PU make thee 

My passage to the tomb. Come, noxious drug, 

ril steep thee in this nectar. (Puts the poison into the 

wine — then prepares to drinks^^but hesitates. 

No, not yet : 

A moment — ^yet a moment. Oh, this instinct 

That cleaves to life ! but I must smother it. 

rU gaze my last on these familiar walls 

And then — (He pauses, and looks round.) How lovely 

bright the sun streams in ! 

'Tis the last sun that I shall ever see. 

He'll shine as bright to-morrow, when diese eyes 

Are dim and sightless. Oh ! thou glorious orb. 

If I could set like thee in splendour, then 

I might die happy ; but my name is tarnished. 

And soon will be forgotten. Oh ! that maddens ! 

g2 
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No more of that. Thou busy torturer, Thought ; 
I'^ll drown thee thus for ever. Ha ! a step ! 
It is Demetrius. 

Enter Demetrius, 

Dem* Master, I have seen 

One bending hitherward in a soldier^s garb : 
A cloak conceals his face. 

Piso. And let him come, 

Although he bear my sentence. 

Dem. Noble master. 

Allay these a udous thoughts, take courage, see 
The wine is yet untasted ; drink, I pray you. 

(Offers the cup, 

Piso, Is it thy wish ? give me the goblet. Nero, 
I pledge thee. {He drinks, then returns the cup to 

Demetrius, and covers his face with his robe. 

Dem, Thou art strangely moved ; be calm. 

Piso, Fear not, I shall be calm. 

Dem. May I admit 

The stranger if he sues to see thee ? 

Piso, Aye. 

Do as thou wilt. (Exit Demetrius, 

'Tis done, and I am free ; 
I need no longer shun the face of man. 
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Let them bring chains : they cannot chain my spirit 

Within its fleshly prison. And this is comfort ! 

E''en so — I have none else. Renown, the beacon 

Towards whose blaze my steps were ever Ending, 

Is quenched : and what remains ? a deep, dark void, 

Which the proud light of our philosophy 

Has vainly sought to penetrate. I would 

I could believe the fable of our poets, 

That in the realms of Pluto an Elysium 

Is destined for the great ; but 'tis a fable. 

Annihilation is the only lot 

I may expect. I would I knew what hope 

Buoyed up those Christians. I have heard they smiled 

On death, and met its terrors with a courage 

Philosophers might envy. They were poor. 

Despised, and ignorant ; no hope of fame. 

No pride, no light of learning gave them strength. 

And yet they died like sages. It is strange : 

I would I knew their creed. I never thought 

To feel that wish, and now it is too late. (A pause. 

The stranger comes — ^'tis Flavins ! 

Enter Flavins. 

Fla. Yes, 'tis he 

Whom Piso left to die. The tale was false — 
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Epicharis is no traitress— our betrayal 
Came from the trusted freedman of Scevinus. 

PUo. Too well I know it. 

Fla, Enow^st thou that Scevinus 

Has denounced thee ? 

Piso. I know it. 

Fla. Why, I am glad on't ! 

I would not be the first intelligencer 
Of such harsh tidings. But we^ll foil them yet-* 
The tyrant and the traitors. Hear me, Fiso, 
There is yet time. 

Piso. For death ? 

Fla. For victory, 

All is not lost. 

Piso, Vain hope f 

Fla. No, I repeat. 

All is not lost, if thou art still the same 
I thought thee once — let us play a daring part ; 
No other suits the time. Come to the camp 
And rouse our soldiers — or be that my office — 
Mount thou the rostrum — let thy eloquence 
Flow as it hath ere now : well not lack help — 
Trust me there's many a yet unsounded bosom 
Wfll kindle at thy words. Our confidence 
Will show like strength — surprise and dread will quell 
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The spirit of Nero — dangers unforeseen 

Scare e^en the brave-— and what ! shall yon poor tyrant 

* 

With Tigellinus and his sensual crew 
For sole defence-^shall he resist our onset, 
As sudden as His fierce ? We'll prove his power. 
We know not yet the vastness of our own. 
* Plans to the dastard seem impossible, 
While the prophetic eye of bravery 
Prefigures their completion, "f Oh ! if safety, 
If nought but fameless safety were our aim ! 
TVere wiser to be bold. The pestilence 
Of treachery spreadeth fax ; its deadly breath 
Hath been on thee ; and in a few short hours 
It may consign thee to inglorious death. 
If thou must fall, oh let it be with honour- 
Fall with the last proud wrecks of Roman virtue — 
Fall for the commonwealth — ^fall if thou must, 
But 80 that not success can be more glorious. 
Thou hast a soul awake to high ambition, 
And shall it slumber ? See, there lies success — 
There failure — but what failure ? I will tell thee. 
If e'en thou failest noj^ly, thy blest name 
Shall find a dwelling'-place in every heart 
Where honour lives. Their memories shall embalm thee. 
Their children shall be taught to lisp thy praise. 
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And hold thee more than mortal, and who e^er 
Utters henceforth the awful nseme of Rome, 
Shall think on Piso. Dost thou turn from me P 
Cannot this warm thee ? 

Piso, Aye, but as a flame 

That withers and consumes. Oh ! Flavius, Flavins, 
Thou art avenged — ^but pardon — ^pity me. 

Fla. What mean you ? 

Piao. Death and shame — ^my course is run — 

That cup— 'tis drained — tVas poisoned 1 am djring: 

I have not so much life as would suffice 

To bear me hence to Nero. Feel this hand — 

Methinks the dew of death is on it now — 

My brow is cold and moist — a numbing chill 

Runs through my veins. — This pain ! — ^'twill soon be o'er. 

Life—life ebbs fast — ^where art thou Flavius ? 

Let me not die alone. 

(He totters^ cmd Flavius catches him when falling.) 

Fla. Help! help! he is dying. 

Enter Demetrius. 

Dem. What would you ? 
Fla. Look f look here f 

Piso. Demetrius. 

Is't thou ? 
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Dem, My master ! 

PiBO. I am dying, boy. 

Dem, No, no. 

Fla* Too true — support him to the couch. 

(They lead Piso to the couch.) 

Piso, Aye, lay me here — I shall ne'^er rise again 
With life — thanks, thanks. Poor youth ! thy silent grief 
Makes my heart bleed. Thou wilt be richer, boy, 
When I am gone. 

Dem. Oh, tell me not of that. 

Piao. Flavius, I wronged thee — pardon me. 

Fla, I pardon. 

Believe it. . 

Piso. I believe thee— stubborn malice 

Suits not thy nature. Thou'lt speak kindly of me 
When I am cold. There will be viperous tongues 
Will carp at my past fame : suffer them not 
To blast it utterly. I would say much, 
But I am weak. Entreat that Seneca 
Deliver the oration at my funeral. 
Demetrius, let all the images 
Of my illustrious ancestors, be borne 
Before my corpse : let all my slaves be free'd : 
Gather my ashes to the tomb where sleep 
My great progenitors : there raise a tablet. 
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And on it writ e Oh, this dull brain ! it fails me** 

*Ti8 even now a wreck— Oh ! cold, cold, cold- 
Take off this ring— His time — ^give me your hand. 
I cannot feel it—I am dying— ^ying*— 
Cover my face. (They cover his face.) 

(A pause.) 

Fla. Hast thou no other wish f 

Dem, Still speak, command thy servant. 

{A paiMe.) 

Fla, He is dead. 

Dem. No, no, it cannot be. 

Fla, Behold a judge. 

Enter Rufus. 

Fla. Thou com'*st too late. 

Rufua. Just heaven ! Piso dead f 

Fla, Tis even so — ^in dread of Nero's vengeance 
He swallowed poison— so expire our hopes. 

Rufus. Alas ! they died before him. 

Fla. Say not so: 

His name was mighty, and his eloquence 
Strong and persuasive. With his powerful aid 
We might have triumphed ere this sun had set. 
Oh, Piso ! thou deserv'st a tear— thou hast it 
From one who was not all thy friend. Ambition, 
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Whose aim was vain distinction, not the good 
And freedom of the state, had dazzled thee ; 
But thou hadst radiant qualities which drew 
All men^s affections towards thee. E^en thy foe 
Could scarcely hate thee. In thy glittering zenith 
I have admired thee ; and to see thee thus 
Is painful : oh ! too painful. Good Demetrius, 
Summon thy mates ; bid them with reverence bear 
This honoured corpse. 

[Ewit Demetriusy and returns with damesticSj who 
bear off the body of Piao, 

Rufus, I did not think his death 

Would thus have moved you. You had little cause 
To bear him love. 

Fla. Tis true, but death seals all. 

And I am softened by returning bliss. 
Rufus, Epicharis is no traitress ; she 
Has not betrayed us. 

Rufus, True, her constancy 

Exceeds example. 

Fla. What ! thou know'st ? 

Rufus. Aye, all. 

Why, I'm in Nero's confidence. Our comrades 
Have not yet broached my plots. Scevinus strove 
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To fix the stain on you ; but it is thought 
(Because they found him armed against your life) 
He speaks through malice. Thus, past injuries 
Are now your shield. 

Fla, Oh, we will triumph still ; 

We'll find fresh comrades. But, Epicharis ? 

You praised her constancy. 

Rufu8, Aye, she deserves 

A crown ; but, oh ! the price ! 'tis terrible. 

Fla. Explain. 

S,ufu8* Ha ! know you not ? Flavius, you tremble. 

Fla. Speak, I can bear it. 

Rufus, Know you not that tortur e ? 

Fla. Torture.? 

Ruftis, Aye, tofture : she has borne the rack 

For us, and ne'er betrayed. 

Fla. Oh, ye immortals ! 

Look down and strengthen us. The rack I to her f 
Merciless tyrant* What ! her tender limbs ! 
I shall go mad. Fiend ! fiend ! I will have vengeance 
That Rome shall tremble at. 'Tis horrible 
Too horrible. Thou f ablest. 

Rufus. Would I did. 

Alas ! 'tis true. 
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Fla» 'Tis true ? then FU have vengeance 

If earth can furnish it. I feel a strength 
More than my own. Rufus, this day Fll strike. 
Befriend me, Rufus, follow up the deed;-— 
Promise. 

Rufus. Thou know^st me well : what needs a promise ? 
I will do more than this : I have authority, 
And can promise thy entrance to the dungeon 
Which holds Epicharis. 

Fla. Oh, the gods reward thee, 

If thou dost this — I cannot. • 

Rufus. Meet me then 

Within an hour i' the camp : 1 11 give thee there 
The mandate that shall ope the prison gates. 

Fla. May every good be thine : I go meanwhile 
To whet my sword. Epicharis ! I'll avenge thee ! [Eooit. 

RufuB, Rash fool ! take thy revenge, and die ; His all 
That Rufus wishes. Yes, I '11 goad thee on 
To strike a desperate blow that shall recoil 
On thy own head. But shall he die successful ? 
Die gloriously ? Will this appease my hate? 
Must I drag on a dull unhonoured life, 
While every tongue around me sounds his praise, 
And ranks him with our noblest ? Proud encroacher. 
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He longs for fame— and shall he gain it ? No — 
No, let him /at/ and die ; his name must perish. 
Or where is my revenge ? Aye, credulous braggart, 
Believe me thy accomplice tiU I crush thee. [Eaii. 
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END OF ACT IV. 



SCENE I.] EPICHARIS. 95 



ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

A Dungeon. 

Epicharis is discovered lying on a Pallet She speaks as 

if in sleep. 

Ask not ; I will not answer. I can die : 
Demons I Oh, agony !— Was it a dream ? 

[Raising herself slowly. 
And yet I slept not. Sleep is soft and balmy, 
But mine ! — Oh, better were an endless waking. 
Than such, if it be sleep. What fearful shapes 
Clung round me ! (Looks rotmd.) They are gone-*I am 

alone. 
Misery is ever lonely. What kind voice 
Can reach me here ? Friends, kindred, Flavius, 
Are now as if not walls, but the dark tomb, 
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Lay wide between us. When that grated portal 

Admits its visitant, whom can I view 

But the grim minister of cruelty ? 

I must endure yet more, if fainting nature 

Loose not its hold on life. Hark ! hark ! they come ; 

Or do my fears deceive me ? Ha ! that step ! 

I know it ; but it cannot be— some fiend 

Beguiles me : is it his ? 

Fla. (Entering.) Epicharis ! 
Epi. It is his voice. 
Fla, Epicharis ! 

Epi, Flavins ! 

And is it thou ? — I never thought to see thee ; 
I could not hope it. If I weep, forgive me, 
It is for joy. Methinks thine eyes are moist : 
Oh ! for my sake be comforted. 

Fla. Epicharis, 

It is too much, I cannot speak ; too much 
To see thee thus. 

E'pi, True, I have suffered greatly. 

Oh ! I have lived a long, long age of woe, 
Since last I saw thee, Flavius ! 

Fla, And for me ! 

And how have I deserved it ! 

Epi, ^Twas my duty ; 
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I have been rash and erring : Hwas my fault 

That brought me hither. I have not retrieved it — 

Not yet, I fear— -not yet. 

Fla. A thousand times— 

Thy very fault was noble ! Oh, the fiends ! 
That they could torture thee ! 

Epi, But, have I saved you ? 

Oh, tell me that, and all that I have suffered 
Shall be remembered with a smile. Alas ! 
But thou art here. Art thou this dungeon's prey. 
Or com^st securely ? 

Fla. Fear not ; I am safe. 

EpL Then heaven is merciful : I dared not wish 
To see thee, Flavins ; for these cruel walls 
Hang o^er the heads of few who e^er repass 
Unscathed to the free air ; and yet I dread 
To quit them. Flavins, they will bear me hence 
Once more to Nero's presence. Death awaits me, 
I know it — and the time is nigh. This day 
May be my last. An hour ere sunset falls, 
I must confront the tyrant. 

Fla. Ha ! so soon ! 

(Aside.) The time is short ; but an avenging arm 
Is ever swift. 

II 
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Epi. Flavius ! 

Fla, (Aside.) It shall be done. 

It is conceived ; yet, hold — aye, thus — one blow. 
I see it all. 

Epi. Oh ! wherefore do you hold 

r 

With your own thoughts these fearful communings ? 
Your eye affiights me, Flavius, for it tells 
A tale of danger. Oh ! be calm and wary. 

Fla. Calm ! and thou here I [Surveying the dungeon. 

Epi. But, risk no deed alone ; 

Summon your comrades ; whereas the noble Piso ? 
You answer not. .. 

Fla. Epicharis, while thy truth 

And fortitude have merited a crown, 
The dastard faltering tongues of men-— of men I 
Have sown the seeds of ruin. Milichus, 
Scevinus' freedman, has betrayed his master ; 
Scevinus and Natalis dragg'^d to torture. 
Have sooth'^d their pangs with treachery. 

Epi. And Piso ? 

Fla. Is dead. 

Epi. Oh, sad conclusion ! 

Fla. Sad and shameful. 

He might have sought death bravely— but he died 
By his own hand, by poison — slunk to the tomb 
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Because he fearM to live. There is not one 
Whom fear and danger have more closely menaced. 
That has proved true, save thee; and thou shalt triumph 
As courage ought ; while a dishonomred grave 
Is all the dastard earns. They ^U bear thee hence. 
Thou say'st to Nero's presence. Be it so; 
Deliverance is at hand. 

Epi. It is to death 

They bear me. 

Fla, No, to freedom. Thy preserver 

Shall meet thee there. 

Epi. Who can preserve me now ? 

Flu. I. . » 

Epi. Wilt thou meet me, Flavins? 

Fla, Aye, and save thee. 

Epi. Alas! alas! 

Fla. Nay, do not wring thy hands. 

Nor tremble; listen— Nero Will exact 
Confession ; let him gain it. Aye, confess — 
I — I advise these. 

Epi. ' Never. 

Fla. Nay, but hear ; 

It is for life, for safety. 

Epi. , I can die, ^ 

But not betray you. • 

H ^ 
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Fla. Let the deed be mine ; 

Let mine be the betrayal. See this scroll — 
Take it, conceal it. . When the tyrant asks 
Confession, draw forth this : then look around 
For Flavins — I '11 be near thee. Bid me bear 
This scroll to Nero : say, no hand but mine 
Must bear the missive — say, no eye but his 
Must look on its contents. Do this, and triumph. 

Epi. And what imports the scroll ? 

Fla, Nay, heed not that : 

'Twill do its office deftly. 

Epi. (Having looked at the writing,) Ah ! take back 
The fatal writing. What ! denounce thee. Flavins ! 
Shall Nero look on this ? Why, "tis the record 
Of all that thou hast plotted. 

Fla, True, it sounds 

A deadly knell to tyranny. 

Epi. And thou 

Wouldst perish were it shown. Take back the scroll— 
I see thy generous purpose ; thou wouldst be 
A victim in my stead. It shall not be ; 
My hand shall not betray thee. 

Fla. Keep the writing. 

Thou know'st not all my purpose; keep the writing, 
Unseen and secret ; give it to no hand 
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But mine : 'twill be the herald of a deed 
The world shall ring with. Promise, by the love 
I bear you — ^promise that these last behests 
Shall be observed — Promise. 

I^pi* Thou wilt not perish? 

Fla. Be comforted ; the peril is not mine, 
'Tis NeroY 

Epi. Ha ! 

Fla. (Showing a dagger.) Look here : this puny weapon 
Will ransom half a world. Speak, my betrothed — 
Time flies — the promise. 

Epi. 'Tis a course of peril, 

I tremble for thee, but — 

Fla. Nay, speak. 

Epi, I promise. 

Fla, There's freedom in that word. We live and conquer. 
Let not despair come o'er thee ; no, though death 
Appear most imminent — ^though all that fiends 
Can practice shall be threatened ; yet, despair not 
E'en in the tyrant's presence.— I will meet thee. [Eant 

[The Scene closes. 
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SCENE II. 

The Gardens ofServUiiM — ScevinttSj NatdHa^ SeneciOj and 
Q!uinctianu8 are seen successively to pass chained ond 
conducted by Guards — Afterwards Fenius Rufus enters 
iU the head of a hand of Prcetorians ; he appears to deliver 
orders to them ; they remain at the back of the Scene^ 
and he advances alone* 

Rufus. It is a perilous time, but I ^scape bravely ; 
My comrades pass in chains, while here I roam 
In all the plenitude of power and safety. 
Their questioner, almost their judge. '^Tis Grange, 
And well might move my mirth, but that I fear 
Yon lynx-eyed Tigellinus. He's my foe, 
And I must counterfeit sevmty 
Towards my fellow-plotters to deceive 
His wary ken and Nero'^s. ♦ Here's another 
Whom I must blind like them. 

Enter Veianus Niger. 

Veianus Niger, 
How speeds the solemn inquest ? 

Nig^' Still confession 
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Opens fresh marvels — ^'tis a fearful plot : 
It spreads its fibres far — There's Seneca 
Denounced. 

Rufus. Ha! Seneca! 

Niger. Aye, and Silvanus 

Is gone to seize him. 

Rufus. Hoary hypocrite ! 

Death be his portion. 

Niger, Death has been the lot 

Of Plautius Lateranus. I am come 
From where I viewed him fall : in sooth I grieved : 
They would not let him see his children more, 
But dragged him to the place where the slaves die, 
And slew him there. 

Rufus, And where is Nero ? 

Niger. Feasting. 

As I passed hitherward by the banquet-hall 
I heard the sounds of revelry, and music, 
And fitful bursts of mirth. I liked them not 
So near the place of death — ^laughter and groans ! 
I heed not either singly, but they make 
A strange unnatural chill about my heart 
When heard together. 

Rufus. Tut ! you think too deeply 
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Upon these trifles. Would you then that Caesar 
Were sunk in fear ? Not I— Fd have him joyous. 

Niger. But his is not the buoyant joyousness 
With which fear mingleth not. Look round : it seems 
As though a siege were threatened, and the foe 
Stood with armM thousands at our gates. All Rome 
Is one huge garrison ; spears gleam and bristle 
Where yesterday was peace ; the busy murmur 
Of mingling crowds is hushed, and in its stead 
Ye hear the measured tread of martial footsteps. 
Does he who called these legions to his aid 
Fear little ? And what legions ! Gauls and Dacians 
Must guard the person of Rome^s Emperor, 
For Romans are not trusted. Is this fear 
Or generous confidence ? 

Rufu9, Peace, peace ; you speak 

Unguardedly. 

Niger. A soldier^s jealousy 

Of aliens may be pardoned. But I go 
To seek my comrades. [EwU. 

Rufu9. That plain honest duUard 

Would need slight urging to become a rebel. 
I have mark'd him, and I'll use him.f Flavins ! 
m plunge. thee in the pit which thy blind valour 
Is deepening for thyself, and the n He comes. 
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Enter Flaviua and Asper. 
How earnest is his eye ! Flavius and Asper, 
Two props of faUing Rome. 

Fla. A truce with words 

Of empty praise — ^time presses. Are we safe 
From dangerous listeners ? 

Rufu8, ' Aye, if aught is safe 

In Rome. How sped you ? Your Epichari&— — ? 

Fla. She will be here anon. Thou know''st my plans, 
I told them thee ere long. 

Rufua, Aye — Asper too 

Partakes thy counsels. 

F4^. Doubtless. 

Rufus, Braver hands 

Could ne'er be joined in enterprise. Good Aspef, 
I have seen thy sword cut deeply. 

Asper. Tush ! a trifle ! 

Name not the past. . 

Rufu8. Who will be first to strike .? 

IsH Flavius ? 

Fla. Aye — ^look here ; I bear a steel 

Worth all an empire's gold. One glorious blow ! 
Be near me when I strike. 

Rufus. I will not fail> 

Asper. Will Nero come? 
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Rufus. I doubt it not. 

Asper, And soon ? 

Rufu8, Jove grant it. 

Fla. So pray !• 

Rufus, He has been feasting. 

And made his blood-stained palace ring with laughter 
While victims groaned around. The song, the dance, 
Seem but to lend him fresh ferocity. ' 

'Tis terror in the lap of luxury, 
A tiger bound with flowers. 

Fla. . Your stout Praetorians 

Look bravely— are they true ? 

RufuB. They'll foUow me 

To death. 

Fla. It shall be victory. How long 
He tarries ! 

Rufus. ' You are eager — Hiurk ! he comes. 

Enter a body of Pnetorian Guards ; then twelve Lictors 
bearing their fasces j followed by Attendants bearing 
burning censers with incense : then Nero crowned with 
^flowers : near him Phaon and other favourites^ also with 
chaplets ofjlowers on their heads. Slaves follow bearing 
a throncy and numerous other Attendccnts. 

Nero. Set my throne here — there is a pleasant coolness. 
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(To Phaon) 'I'is a strange tale — he bore the selfsame nalne. 
And so they slew the hapless wretch ! No matter-^-. 
He might have proved a traitor had he lived, 
And Rome can spare him. Hear you aught of Seneca? 

Phaon. The messenger is not returned. 

Nero. Who thought 

My right-respected tutor Seneca, 
With his grave saws and scraps of prudent lore, 
Would dabble in coni^racy ! His sageship 
Will doubtless die haranguing; bid some scribe . 
Write his last words : - they will be welcome to me, . 
For they will be his last. Let Fenius Rufus 
Approach. What fresh confessions has your cunning, 
And the rack^s magic touch drawn forth ? 

RuftM. The list 

« 

Augments each hour. ^Tis a wide-spreading plot. 

Nero. And a wide-spreading punishment shall follow, 
ril moisten the dry earth with traitors^ blood. 
There, you may stand aside. How now ? what crave you ? 
Rufus. The watchword for my troop. 
Nero. Aye ? well ! " Narcissus,'' 

^ Who pined for love of self — ^'twill suit thee, Rufus. 

iRttfus retreats to a distance. 
{To Phaon.) Methinks I have galled the Prarfect. Let 
Epicharis 
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Be brought, the fair and subtle Greek : her spirit 
Shall quail at last. 
Phacn. Caesar, she is at hand. 

Enter Epicharia chained and guarded. 

Nero. A delicate morsel for the rack^s rude clutch. 
That cheek is somewhat blanchM since last I viewed it, 
And the eye^s lustre does not beam so bright 
As then methinks. Why this is well : weak mercy 
Creeps o'er my spirit too oft when beauty pleads ; 
But now I can be firm. Woman, thou know'^st 
The cause that leads thee hither, and the choice 
Which I propose ; His this — death or confession ; 
'Tis thine to answer. 

Epi. I have made my choice; 

'Tis death. 

Nero, Are you so stubborn ? Be not rash ; 
Deem not I may relent : the stem straight course 
Of the scythed car of justice will not swerve 
Or mark how bright in hue, how rich in fragrance 
The flow''ret that it crushes. Thou art fair. 
But, if confession be withheld, thou diest 
As surely and as miserably as though 
Thy form were hideous as the vilest hag 
Of Africa. 
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Epi, I do not look for mercy. 

Fla. Will Caesar hear me ? 

Nero, Subrius Flavius ? 

Is^t thou ? Speak Tribune. 

Fltts Caesar seeks confession, 

And should not seek in vain. I will extort it 
If Caesar grant me trial. 

Nero. Boldly asked. 

Well, thou shalt have it, and the best tormentors 
To aid thee in thy enterprise. There^s Carpax 
Knows every trick of the engine. 

Fla. "^Tis by words 

I seek to gain my purpose. 

Nero. Aye ! in truth ! 

Art thou more eloquent than the rack ? 

[^Flavius draws aside and addresses her in a low voice. 

Epicharis, 
I am come here to save, and I will save tliee. 
Remember what thou promisedst — remember— 
The writing-give it me. 

Epi. And sacrifice 

Thy life.? no, Flavius, no. 

Fla. There is no time 

For parley — yield it up — 

Epi. I cannot be 

Thy murderess. 
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Fla. Hastthou then forgot thy vow, 

That eVn my faintest whisper of entreaty 
Should sway thee like command ? Oh! my Epicharia^ 
Be true to thine own promise. 

Nero* Art thou foiled 

Most eloquent of Bomans ? I have tarried 
Too long — what ho ! the poison that Locusta 
Prepared, the Gcreek shall drink it. Flavius, 
Thou hast been a luckless orator-^may be 
Thoult prove a defter cup-bearer. Ho ! Fhaon, 
Give him the goblet. 

[Phaon gives the poison to Flavius. 
Bear it to the woman, 
And bid her drink and die. There^s a bright theme 
For thy persuasive tongue! what ! thou a warrior f 
And shudder at the task like a soft girl ! 
CTo Phao$u) He bears the nectar with as lame a grace 
As Vulcan on Olympus. 

Fla, (aside) Thanks blind tyrant — 

Thou art self-dkx>m^d. Epicharis, listen to me 

\To Epicharis aside. 
For the last time. There's poison in my grasp. 
And I will be its victim. 

Epi. No — ^'tis mine 

To fall. 
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Fla, Give me the scroll, or I will perish 

Here at your feet : nay, falter not--one instant 
And nought on earth can save me. 

Epi. I obey. 

Thou hast prevailed; receive it. 

Fla. Life and triumph 

Are ours — my own Epicharis I (aloud) Emperor 
She will confess. 

Nero. It is too late. 

Fla. Nay, justice ! 

Has Caesar said " Thou shalt confess or die,'' 
And when confession's proffered still exacts 
The dreadful forfeit? No — his word abides 
Unchangeable. 

Nero. Enough — she shall be spared. 

Speak, woman. 

Epi. Let that writing speak for me— 

'Tis for thine eye alone. — (To Flavins.) Bear it to Caesar, 
No hand but thine must b^ar it. 

Fla. I await 

The Emperor's mandate. 

Nero. Subrius Flavins, 

Approach — ^bring the scroll hither. 

Fla. (aside) Now, one blow 

And Rome is free. 
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Rtifus, Praetorians 1 seize the Tribune ! 

He bears a hidden dagger — ^help ! for Caesar ! 

ITke guard surround Flavius atid disarm him. 
Asper. Ha ! false ! then die for Caesar. 

[He stabs Rufus, uho instantly falls. 
Rufus. I am slain. 

Nero. Guards ! help ! protect me. 
Phaon. Treachery! treachery! 

Nero. Secure those men. 

[Asper is seized and is disarmed. 
Fla. 'Twas bravely struck, good Asper; 

Oh ! had I aimed as truly ! 

Nero. Ha ! bold ruffians ! 

Guards, bring them hither ! let me look upon them — 
I love to look on lions chainM. Centurion, 
Thou hast slain a noble comrade. 

Asper. No ! a traitor 

That vowed to aid us, a false renegade. 
I never stained my sword with baser blood. 

Nero. Rufus, a plotter ! They environ me 
Like air. Go, bear him hence— there is some life, 
'Twill last while he confesses. 

[Rufus is borne off. 
Dost thou fear 
To die ? 
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Asper. Ask those who know me. 

Nero, Aye ! but death, 

Instant and terrible ? 

Asper, I never boast. 

Try me. 

Nero. I grant the wish. Lead him to death. 

Fla. Farewell, brave comrade. 

[Exit Asper, guarded. 

Nero. Subrius Flavins, 

Hast ought to ask ? 

Fla. I do not sue for mercy. 

Epi. He is rash — ^he knows not what he speaks. Hear me, 
Caesar ! I plead for Flavins. — Save him, Emperor ! 
The state has need of such. Oh ! if a victim 
Is sought, take me. 

Fla. My own Epicharis ! true 

Till death ! No : plead not for me. 

Nero. 'Tis in vain ! 

If eastern kings would kneel and sue for him, 
I would not pardon. What ! the wretch that strove 
To plant a dagger in my breast ! and wherefore ? 
Methinks I never stoop'd to harm thee. Tribune. 

Fla. Thou hast harm'd every Roman. Wouldst thou 
know. 
Why, at the peril of my life, I sought 
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To rid the earth of thine ? — It was for crimes 
That nature shudders at. Thy youthful kinsman, 
Thy bride, thy mother, called to me for vengeance 
Upon their murderer. Untold myriads, 
Echoed the fearful cry ; for all the flames 
That ravaged Kome were raised by thee. 

Nero, Away ! 

Away with him to death. 

F/a, Yet, hear and tremble : 

Think not security is thine, poor tyrant, 
Because this plot is crushed ; no, from our blood 
As from the fabled dragon, will arise 
Arm"'d men. Thy days are few : there stand around thee 
Those who will pity thee far more than now 
They envy thee ; who, if thy lot and slavery 
Were ofiFered, would be rather slaves than Nero. 
Yes, fear and famine then may cling around thee. 
And coarsest food and water be a boon 
To thy parch'd lips, past utterance. Thou wilt long 
For death, yet fear to die ; and agonies 
The brave ne^er knew, will seize thee — and thoult wish 
Wilt vainly wish that thou couldst face its terrors 
As tranquilly as I do now. 

Epi. Oh ! save him. 

And I will -be his hostage. 
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Nero. Live, and mourn. 

Away with him ! 

Fla, Farewell, Epicharis ! 

Live, and remember me ! 

[Epicharis seizes the poisoned cup, which has re- 
mained within her reach, and drinks, 

Nero. Look to the woman ! 

The poisoned cup ! prevent her ! 

Epi, ^Tis too late — 

We are not parted, Flavius. 

\^Flavius breaksfrom the Guards, and supports her, 

Phaon. See, she dies ! 

Fla. Aye, she is dead. I will not weep for thee ; 
Thou hast quitted a harsh world. How beautiful 
In death ! One kiss on this cold cheek. Farewell ! 

Nero, Remove him from the body. 

Fla. I am ready. 

I come. — On, slaves, and lead me to my freedom, 
The freedom of the grave. [Exit Flavius 

Nero. He walks to death 

As to a festival ! I envy him. 



THE END. 
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